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P R E F A C E. 



DOCTOR Fordyce's excellent Ser- 
mons for Young Women in fome mca- 
fure gave rife to the following compilation. 
In that work, where he fo judicioufly points 
out all the defefts of female conduft to reme- 
dy them, and all the proper ftudies which they 
ftiould purfue, with a view to improvement^ 
Poetry is one to which he particularly would 
attach them. He only objedls to the danger 
of purfuing this charming iludy through all 
the immoralities and falfe piftures of hap- 
A pinels 
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pinefs with which it abounds, and thus be- 
coming the martyr of innocent curiofity. 

In the following compilation care has been 
taken to fekft, not only fuch pieces as in- 
nocence may read without a blulh, but fuch 
as will even tend to flrengthen that inno- 
cence. In this little work a Lady may 
find the moft exquifite pleafure, while fhe is 
i^t the fame time learning the duties of life -, 
and, while fhe courts only entertainment, 
be deceived into wifdom. Indeed, this 
would be too great a boaft in the preface to 
any original work ; but here it can be made 
with fafety, as every Poem in the following 
coUeftion would fingly have procured an 
Author great reputation. 

They are divided into Devotional j Morale 
.and Entertainingy thus comprehending the 
three great duties of life; that w^hich we 
owe to God, to our neighbour, and to 
ourfelves. 

In the firft part, it muft be confefled, our 
Englifh Poets have not very much excelled. 

In 
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In that department, namely, the praife of 
our Maker, by which Poetry began, and 
from which it deviated by time, we are moft 
faultily deficient. There are one or two, 
however, particularly the Deity, by Mr, 
Boyfe ; a Poemj when it firft came out, that 
lay for fome time neglefted, till introduced 
to public notice by Mr. Hervey and Mr» 
Fielding. In it the Reader will perceive 
many ftriking piftures, and perhaps glow 
with a part of that gratitude which feems to 
have inlpired the Writer. 

In the Moral part I am more copious^ from 
the fame reafon, becaufe our language con- 
tains a lai'ge number of the kind. Voltaire, 
talking of our Poets, gives them the pre- 
ference in moral pieces to thofe of any other 
nation; and indeed no Poets have better 
fettled the bounds of duty, or more pre- 
cifely determined the rules for conduft in 
life than ours. In this department the fair 
Reader will find the Mufe has been (blicitous 
ho, 'to 
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to giride her, not with the allurements of a 
fyren,. but the integrity of a friend. 

In the Entertaining part my greateft diffi- 
culty was what to rejeft. The materials 
lay in iuch plenty, that I was bewildered in 
my choice; in this cafe then I was fbldy 
determined by the tendency of the Poem i 
and where I found one, however well exe- 
cuted, that feemed in the leafl: tending to 
diffiort:the judgment, or inflame the im^i- 
nation, it was excluded without mercy. I 
have here and there indeed, when one of 
particular beauty oflfered with a few ble- 
milhesj^ lopt off the defefts, and thus, like 
rfie tyrant, who fitted all ftrangers to the 
beJ he had prepared for them,. I have in- 
fcrted fome, by firft adapting them to my 
plan J we only difi^er in this, that he mu* 
tilated with a bad defign, I from motives 
of a contrary nature. 

It will be eafier to condemn a compilation 
of this kind, than to prove its inutility. 
While young Ladies are readers, and while 

their 
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their Guardians are folicitous that they ftiall 
only read the bed books, there can be no 
danger of a work of this kind's being dif- 
agreeable. It offers, in a very fmall com- 
pafs, the very flower of our Poetry, and 
that of a kind adapted to the fex fuppofed 
to be its readers* Poetry is an art, which 
ao young Lady can, or ought to be wholly 
ignorant of. The pleafurc which it givs:s> 
and indeed the neceflity of knowing enough 
of it to mix in modern converfation, will 
evince the ufefulnefs of my defign; which 
is to fupply the higheft and the moft inno- 
cent entertainment at the fmalleft expence •, 
as the Poerns in this collection, if fold fingly, 
would amount to ten times the price of what 
I am able to afford the prelcnt. 
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D E I T Y. 



7X/V P^^w ov^J originally puhlijhed nv it bout any fuccefs : 
if lay dormant for fome time i till it luas taken notice of 
^Fielding and Ha r ve y : fince that, it has been 
efteemed as it merits* The moft ftriking pajfages are 
here fele&ed. 



T 



Omnipresence. 
HRO' the unmeafurable tra6ls of fpace. 



Go Mufe divine ! and prefent Godhead trace ! 
Should'ft thou above the heav*n of heav'ns afcend. 
Could' ft thou below the depth of depths defcend; 
Could thy fond flight beyond the ftarry fphere. 
The radiant morning's lucid pinions bear ! 
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There fhould Ms brighter prefence fhine confefsM, 
There his almighty arm thy courfe arreft ! 
Could'ft thou the thickeft veil of night afTume, 
Or think to hide thee in the central gloom ! 
Yet there, all patient to his piercing fight, 
•Darknefs itfelf would kindle into light : 
Not the black manfions of the filent grave, 
Nor darker hell from his perception fave ; 
What pow'r, alas ! thy fbotfteps can convey 
Beyoud the reach of omniprefent day f 
In his wide gralp, and comprehenfive eye. 
Immediate, worlds on worlds unnumber'd lie ; 
Syftems inclos'd in his Idea roll, 
"Whofe all-informing mind direfts the whole : 
Lodg'd in his view, their certain ways they know; 
Plac'd in that fight from whence can nothing go. 
On earth his fbotftool fix'd, in heav'n his feat ; 
Enthron'd he dictates — and his word is Fate. 
Nor want his Ihining images below. 
In dreams that murmur, or in winds that blow*; 
His fpirit broods along the boundlefs flood ; 
Smiles in th^ plaini and whifpers in the wood ; 
Warms in the genial fun's enliv'ning ray, 
IBreathes in the air, and beautifies the day \ 
Steals on our fbotflep^ wherefoe'er we go. 
And yields the pureft joys we tafle below. 
Should man his great immenfity deny, 
Man might as well ufurp the vacant iky : 

For 
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For were he limited in date, or view. 
Thence were his attributes imperfed too ; 
His knowledge, pow'r, his goodnefs all confin'd, 
AndloU the notion of a ruling Mind! 
Feeble the trull, and comfortlefs the fenfe. 
Of a defedlive partial Providence ! 
Boldly might then his arm injuftice brave# 
Or innocence in vain his mercy craves 
Dejeded virtue lift its hopelefs eye ! 
And deep diibefs pour out the heartlefs figh! 
An abfent God no abler, to defend, 
Froted, or punilh, than an abfent friend; 
Diftant alike our wants or griefs to know. 
To eafe the anguilh, or prevent the blowl 
If he, fupreme diredor^ were not near. 
Vain were our hope, and empty were our fear ; 
Unpunifh'd vice would O'er the world prevail. 
And unrewarded virtue toil to faiH 
The moral world a fecond chaos turn. 
And nature. for her great Supporter mourn I 
Even the weak embryo, ere to life it breaks. 
From his high pow'r its llender texture takes^ 
While in his book the various parts inroU'dj 
Increafmg, own eternal Wifdom's mold. 
Nor views he only the material whole. 
But pierces thought, and penetrates the fouli 
Ere from the lips the vocal accents part. 
Or the faint purpofe dawns within the heart ! 

B 2 His 
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His fleady eye the mental birth perceives. 
Ere yet to us the new idea lives ! 
Knows what we fay— ere yet the words proceed. 
And ere we form th' intention, marks the deed ! 
But Confcicnce, fair vicegerent-light within, 
AfTerts its author, and reftores the fcene ! ' 

Points out the beauty of the governed plan, 
•' And vindicates the ways of God to man," 
Then facred Mufe, by the vafl profped fir'd. 

From heay'n defcended, as by heav*n inlpir'd ; 

His all-enlight'ning Omniprefence own. 

Whence firft thou feel'll thy dwindling prefence known ; 

His wide Omnifcience, juftly grateful fing. 

Whence thy weak fcience prunes its callow wing ! 

And blefs th' eternal— all-informing foul, 

Whofe fight pervades, whofe knowledge fills the whole ! 

Immutability, 

As the Eternal and Omnifcient'Mind, 
By laws not limited, nor bounds confi^'d ; 
Is always independent, always free. 
Hence fhines confefs'd Immutability 1 
Change, whether the fpontaneous child of will. 
Or birth of force, — ^is imperfedlion ftill. 
But he, all-perfeft, in himfelf contains 
Pow'r felf-deriv*d, for from himfelf he reigns ! 
If, alter'd by confbaint, we could fuppofe. 
That God his fix'd lability ihoold lofe ; 

How 
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How ftartles reafon at a thought fo ftrange ! 
What pow'r can force Omnipotence to change ? 
If from his own divine produftive thought. 
Were the yet-ftranger alteration wrought ; 
Could excellence fupreme, new rays acquire ? 
Or flrong perfection raife its glories higher ! 
Abfurd ! — ^his high meridian brightneis glows, * 
Never decreafes, never overflows ! 
Knows no addition, yields to no decay. 
The facred blaze of inexhauiUefs day ! 
Below, thro' different forms does matter range. 
And life fubiifb from elemental change. 
Liquids condenfing fhapes terrefbial wear. 
Earth mounts in fire, and fire diflblves in air ; 
While we, enquiring phantoms of a day, 
Inconflant as the fhadows we furvey ! 
With them, along Time's rapid current pafs. 
And hafle to mingle with the parent mafs ; 
But Thou, Eternal Lord of life divine ! 
In youth immortal Ihalt for ever fhine ! 
No change fhall darken thy exalted name. 
From everlafting ages ftill the fame ! 
If God, like man, his purpofe could renew. 
His laws could vary, or his plans undo ; 
Defponding Faith would droop its chearlefs wing. 
Religion deaden to a lifelefs thing ! 
Where could we, rational, repofe our truft. 
But in a pow'r immutable as jufl? 

B 3 How 
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How judge of revelation's force divine. 

If truth unerring gave not the defign ; 

Where, as in nature's fair according pl^n. 

All iiniles benevolent and good to man. 

Plac'd in this narrow clouded (pot below. 

Darkly we fee around, and darkly know ! 

Religion lends the falutary beam. 

That guides our reafbn thro' the dubious gleam ; 

Till founds the hour! — ^when he who rules the ikies. 

Shall bid the curtain of Omnifcience rife ! 

Shall diffipate the mifts that veil our fight. 

And ftiow his creatures a ll his nvays are right ! 

Then when aftonifli'd nature feels its fete. 

And fetter'd Time ihall know italateft date ! 

When earth ftiall in the mighty blaze expire, 

Heav'n melt with heat, and worlds diffolvc in fire ! 

The univcrfal fyftem fhrink away. 

And ceafing orbs confefs th' Almighty fway ! 

Iriimortal He, amidlt the wreck fecure. 

Shall fit exalted, permanently pure ! 

As in the Sacred Bulb, (hall fliine the fame. 

And from the ruin raife a fairer frame ! 

Omnipotence. 

Far hence ye vifionary charming maids. 
Ye fancy'd nymphs that haunt the Grecian Ihades ! 
Your birth, wlio from conceiving fidion drew, 
Yourfelves producing pluntoms as untrue \ 

But 
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But come, fuperior Mufe ! divinely bright. 

Daughter of heav'n, whofe^ofFspring ftill are light ; 

Oh condefcend, celeftial facred gueft ! 

To purge my fight, and confecrate my breaft : 

While I prefume Omnipotence to trace. 

And fing that Pow'r, who peopl'd boundlefs fpace ! 

Thou prefent wert, when forth th* Almighty rode 

While Chaos trembled at the voice of God ! 

Thou faw'ft, whea o'er th* immenfe his line he drew. 

When Nothing from his Word exiftencc knew I 

His Word, that wak'd to life the vaft profound. 

While confcious light was kindl'd at the found ! 

Creation fair ! furpriz'd th' angelic eyes. 

And fov'reign Wifdom faw that all was wife ! 

Him, fole almighty Nature's book difplays, 

Diilindi the page, and legible the rays ! 

Let the wild fceptic his attention throw. 

To the broad horizon, or earth below ; 

He finds thy foft-impreffion touch his breail. 

He feels the God, — and owns him unconfcfs'd ! 

Should the fbay-pilgrim, tir'd of fands and fkies. 

In Libya's wafte behoM a palace rife. 

Would he believe the charm from atoms wrought ? 

Go, Atheifl, hence, and mend thy jufler thought ! 

What hand, almighty archited ! but thine 

Could give the model of this vaft defign ? 

What hand but thine adjuft th* jamazing whole ? 

And bid confenting fyftems beauteous roll ! 

B 4 W;hat 
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What hand bnt thine fupply the iblar light ? 
For ever wafting, , yet for ever bright ! 
What hand but thine the ftarry train array. 
Or give the moon to fhed her borrowed ray ? 
What hand but thine the azure convex (pread? 
What hand but thine trace out the ocean's bed? 
To the vaft main the fandy barrier throw. 
And with that feeble curb reftrain the foe 1 
What hand but thine the wintry flood aflwage^ 
Or ftop the tempcft in its wildeft rage ! 
Thee infinite! what finite can explore ? 
Imagination finks beneath thy pow'r ; 
Thee could the ableft of Ay creatures know> 
» Loft were thy unity, for he were thou ! 
Yet prefent to all fenfe thy pow'r remains, 
Reveal'd in nature, nature's author reigns ! 
In vain would error fit)m convi6lion fly. 
Thou every where art prefent to the eye ! 
The fenfe how ftupid, and the fight how blind. 
That fails this univerfal truth to find ? 

Go ! — all the fightlefs realms of fpace furvey. 
Returning trace \hc planetary nvqy I 
The fun, that in his central glory fhines. 
While ev'ry planet round his orb inclines ; 
Then at our intermediate globe repofe. 
And view yon lunar Satellite that glows ! 
Or caft along the azure vault thy eye. 
When golden day enlightens all the fky ; 

Around 
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Around behold earth's variegated fcene. 
The mingling profpedb, and the flow'ry grten ; 
The mountain's brow, the long extended wood. 
Or the rude rock that threatens o'er the flood ! 
And fay are thefe the wild elFefts of chance ? 
Oh ftrange efFedl of reas'ning ignorance ! 
Nor pow'r alone confefs'd in grandeur lies, ' 
The glittering planet, or the painted ikies ! 
Equal the elephant's pr emmet's drefs 
The wifdom of Onmipotence confefs ; 
Equal the cumb'rous whale's enormous mafs 
With the finall infeft in the crowded grafs ; 
The mite that gambols in its acid fea. 
In fhape a porpus, tho' a fpeck to thee ! 
Ev'n the blue down the purple plumb furrounds, 
A living world, thy failing fight confounds ! 
To him a peopled habitation ihows. 
Where millions tafte the bounty God bellows ! 
Great Lord of life, whoie all-controling might 
Thro' wide creation beams divinely bright. 
Nor only does thy pow'r in forming Ihine, 
But to annihilate, dread King ! is thine. 
Shouldft thou withdraw thy ftiU-fupporting hand. 
How languid Nature would aftonifh'd ftand ! 
Thy frown night's antient empire would reftore. 
And raife a blank— where fyftems fmil'd befbre I 
See in corruption, all-furprizing ftate. 
How ftniggling life eludes the fboke of fate ; 

B.s Shock'd 
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Shock'd at the fcene, tho' fenfe averts its eye. 

Nor ftops the wond*rous procefs to defcry; 

Yet jufter thpught the myftic change purfues. 

And with delight almighty wifdom views I 

Thel)rute, the vegetable world furveys, 

Se^Bs life fubiifting ev'n from life's decays ! 

Mark there, felf-taught, the penfive reptile come. 

Spin his thin fliroud, and living build his tomb 1 

With confcious care his former pleafures leaver 

And drefs him for the bulinefs of the grave ! 

Thence pafs'd the Ihort-liv'd change,renew'dhe fprings. 

Admires the Ikies, and tries his painted wings! 

With airy flight the infedl roves abroad. 

And fcorns the meaner earth he lately trod I 

Thee, potent, J.et delivered Ifrael praife. 

And to thy Name their gratefUl homage raife I 

Thee potent God ! let Egypt's land declare* 

Which felt thy juftice, a^wfully feVere ! 

How did thy frown benight the Ihadow'd land? 

Nature rcvcrs'd, how own thy high commands 

When jarring elements their ufe forgot. 

And the fun felt thy overcafting blot ! 

When earth produc*4 the peflilential brood. 

And the foul ilream was crimfon'd into blood ! 

How deep the horrors of that awful night ! 

How fhtmg the terror, and how wild the fright I 

When o'er the land thy fword vindidive paft. 

And snen and infants br^ath'd at once their laftl 

Hqwt 
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How did thy "arm thy favoured tribes convey 1 

Thy light conducing, point th* amazing way ! 

Obedient ocean to their march divide. 

The wat'ry wall diftind on either fide ; 

While thro' the deep the long proceflion led. 

And faw the wonders of the oozy bed ! 

Nor long they march'd, till black'ning in the rear. 

The vengeful tyrant and his hofl appear ; 

Plunge down the deep, — the waves thy nod obey. 

And whelm the threat'ning ftorm beneath the fea I 

Nor yet thy pow'r thy chofen train forfook. 

When thro' Arabia's fands their way they took; 

By day thy cloa^ was prefent to the fight. 

Thy fiery pillar- led the march by night ; 

Thy hand amidft the wafte their table fpread. 

With feather'd viands, and with Heav'nly bread : 

When the dry wildernefs no ftreams fupply'd, 

Gufh'd from the yielding rock the vital tide ! 

What limits can Omnipotence confine ! 

What obftacles reftrain thy arm divine ! 

Since ftones and waves their fettled laws forego. 

Since feas can harden, and fince rocks can flow ? 

On Sinai's top the Mufe, with ardent wing. 

The triumphs of Omnipotence would fing. 

When o'er its airy brow thy cloud difplay'd, 

Involv'd the nations in its awfiil fhade ! 

When gloomy darknefs fiU'd its midmoft fpace. 

And the rock trembled to its rooted bafe ; 

B 6 Yet 
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Yet there thy majefly divine appeared. 

There fhone thy glory, and thy voice was heard ^ 

Ev'n in the blaze of that tremendous day. 

Idolatry its impious rites could pay ! 

Oh fhame to thought !-^Thy facred throne invade^ 

And brave the bolt that linger'd round its head ! 

Wisdom. 

O Thou, who when th' almighty fbrmM this all* 
Upheld the fcale, and weigh'd each ballanc'd ball ;, 
And as his hand completed each defign. 
Numbered the work, and fix'd the feal divine ; 
O Wifdom infinite ! creation's foul, 
Whofe rays diiFufe new luilre o'er the whole ; 
What tongue fhall make thy charms celeftial known 1 
What hand, fair Goddefs ! paint thee but thy own I 
What tho* in nature's univerfal ftore> 
Appear the wonders of almighty pow'r 1 
Pow'r unattended, terror would infpire, 
Aw'd muft we gaze, and corofortlefs admire. 
But when fair Wifdom joins in thedelign. 
The beauty of the wholeirefult's divine ! 
See, how aflbciate round their central fun. 
Their faithful rings the circling planets run j 
Still equi-diftant, never yet too near, 
Exadtiy tracing their appointed fphere. 
Mark how the moon our flying orb purfues, 
WhUe from the fun her monthly light renews f 

Breathes. 
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Breathes her wide infl'ence on the world below^ 

And bids the tides alternate ebb and flow. ' - 

View how in courfe the conilant feafbns rife^ 

Deform the earth, or beautify the fkies : 

Firft Spring advancing, with her flow'ry train,. 

Next Summer's hand that fpreads the fylvan fcene» 

Then Autumn with her yellow harvefts crowned. 

And trembling Winter dofe the annual round.. 

The vegetable tribes obfervant trace. 

From the tall cedar to the creeping grafs : 

The chain of animated beings fcale. 

From the fmall reptile to th* enormons whale i 

From the ftrong eagle ftooping from the ikies> 

To the low infeft that efcapes thy eyes ! 

And fee, if fee thou can'ft, in ev'ry frame> > 

Eternal Wifdom ihine confefs'd the fame : 

As proper organs to the' leaft aflign'd. 

As proper means to propagate their kind ; 

As juft the ftrUdure, and as wife the plan* 

As in this lord of all^— debating man ! 

Hence, reasoning creature, thy diftinftion find,^ 

Nor longer to the ways of heav'n be blind. 

Wifdom in outward beauty ftrikes the mind. 

But outward beauty points a charm behind ► 

What gives the earth, the ambient air or feas^ 

The plain, the river, or the wood to pleafe ? 

Oh fay, in whom does beauty's felf reflde^ 

The Beafttifier« or the be^tutify'd? 

, There 
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There dwells the Godhead in the bright difguife. 

Beyond the ken of all created eyes ! 

His works our love, and our attention ileal. 

His works (furprizing thought !) the maker veil ; 

Too weak our fight to pierce the radiant cloud. 

Where Wifdom fhines, in all her charms avow'd ! 

gracious God ! omnipotent and wife. 
Unerring Lord, and ruler of the Ikies ; 
All condefcending to my feeble heart. 
One beam of thy celellial light impart ; 

1 feek not fordid wealth, or glitt'ring pow*r, 
O grant me Wifdom — and I'afk no more 1 

Pr ovi d e n c e. 

As from fome level country's fhelter'd ground. 
With towns replete, with green inclofures bound. 
Where the eye, kept within the verdant maze. 
But gets a tranfient vifta as it ftrays ! 
The pilgrim to fbme rifing fummit tends. 
Whence opens all the fcene as he afcends : 
So Providence the friendly point fupplies. 
Where all the charms of Deity furprize ; 
Here Goodnefs, Power, and Wifdom all unite. 
And dazzling Glories whelm the ravifh'd fight ! 
Almighty Caufe ! 'tis thy preferving care. 
That keeps thy works for ever frefh and fair ! 
The fun from thy fuperior radiance bright. 
Eternal fheds his delegated light. 

Lends 
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Lends to his filler orb inferior day, 
And paints the filver moon's alternate ray ) 
Thy hand the wafte of eating time renews. 
Thou fhed'ft the tepid morning's balmy dews^ 
When raging winds the blacken'd deep defbrm> 
Thy fpirit rides commiffion'd in the ftorm ; 
Bids at thy will the flack'ning tempefl ceafe. 
While the calm'd ocean fmooths its ruffled face ; 
When light'nings thro' the air tremendous fly. 
Or the blue plague is loofen'd to deftroy. 
Thy hand diredb, or turns aiide the ftroke. 
Thy word the fatal edidl caa revoke ; 
When fiibterraneous fires the furface heave. 
And towns are bury'd in one common grave 
Thou fuffer'ft not the mifchief to prevail. 
Thy fov'reign touch the recent wound can heal. 
To Zembla's rocks thou fend'il the chearful gleam. 
O'er Libya's fands thou pour'ft the cooling ftreamj 
Thy watchful Providence o'er all intends. 
Thy works obey their great Creator's ends. 
And all the ills we feel — or blifs we (hare. 
Are tokens of a heav'nly Father's care. 
When man too long the paths of vice purfu'd. 
Thy hand prepar'd the univerfal flood ; 
Gracious, to Noah gave the timely fign. 
To fave a remnant from the wrath divine \ 
One fhining waHe the gkhe terreftrial lay. 
And the ark heav'd along the troubled fea i 

Thoo 
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Thou bad'fl the deep his andent bed explore> 

The clouds their watry deluge pour'd no more I 

The ikies were clcar'd, — the mountain tops were Ceen, 

The dove pacific brought the olive-green. 

On Ararat the happy Patriarch toil. 

Found the recovered world his hopes had loilj 

There his fond eyes reviewed the pleaiing fcene^ 

The earth. all verdant, and the air feren^l 

Its precious freight the guardian ark diiplayM, 

While Noah grateful adoration paid I 

Beholding in the many-tindur'd bow. 

The promife of a fafer world below. 

When wild ambition rear'd its impious head^ 

And riiing Babel heav'n with pride furvey'd; 

Thy word the mighty labour could confound. 

And leave the mafs to moulder with the ground* 

From the mad toil, while ibcial order fprung 

A peopled world— difHnft by many a tongue. 

From Thee all human adtions take their fprings^ 

The rife of empires, and the fall of kings ! 

See the vail theatre of time diipla/d. 

While o'er the fcene fucceeding heroes tread I 

With pomp the ihining images fucceed. 

What leaders triumph! and what monarchs bleed I 

Perform the parts thy Providence affign'd. 

Their pride, their paffions to thy ends inclined i 

A while they glitter in the face of day, ' 

Then at thy nod the phantoms pafs away; 

No 
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No traces left of all the bufy fccne. 

But that remembrance fays, ^The things have been t 

While learning thro* the gloom benighted ftrays. 

And the dim objeds vaniih as we gaze ! 

*' But (queftions doubt) whence fickly nature feels 

'* The ague-fits her face fo oft reveals ? 

** Whence earthquakes heave the earth^s afionifh'd 

breaft? 
*' Whence tempefts rage ? or yellow plagues infeft ? 
*' Whence draws rank Afric her empoiibn'd ftores I 
" Or liquid fires explofive i£tna pours ?" 
Go, fceptic mole ! demand th' eternal caufe> 
The fecret of his all-preferving laws ? 
The depths of Wiidom infinite explore. 
And aik thy Maker — ^why thou know'il no, more f 
Thy error ftill in mortal things as great. 
As vain to cavil at the ways of fate. 
To aik why profp'rous vice fo oft fucceeds. 
Why fufFers innocence, or virtue bleeds ! 
Why monfters, nature muft with bluihes own. 
By crimes grow powerful, and difgrace a throne ! 
Why faints and fages, mark'd in ev'ry age, 
Perifli, the victims of tyrannic rage ! 
Why Socrates for truth and freedom fell. 
While Nero reign'd the delegate of hell ! 
In vain by reafon is the maze purfu'd. 
Of ill triumphant, and afflifted good. 
Fix'd to the hold, fo might the failor aim 
To judge the pilot, and the fteerage blame ; 
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As we dire6l to God what fhould belong. 
Or fay that fbv'reign Wifdom governs wrong. 
Nor always vice does uncorredled go. 
Nor virtue unrewarded pafs below ! 
Oft facred juftice lifts her awful head. 
And dooms the tyrant and th' ufurpcr dead ; 
Oft Providence, more friendly than feverc, 
Arrefts the hero in his wild career ; 
Diredls the fever, poinard or the ball. 
By which an Ammon, Charles, or Caefar fell : 
Or when the curfed Borgias * brew the cup 
For merit,— bids the monftcrs drink it up ; 
On violence oft r<5torts the cruel fpear. 
Or fetters cunning in its crafty fnare : 
Relieves the innocent, exalts the jufl. 
And lays the proud opprefTor in the duft ! 
But fail as Time's fwift pinions can convey, 
Haftens the pomp of that tremendous day. 
When to the view of aU created eyes, 
God's high tribunal fhall majeitic rife. 
When the loud trumpet fhall afTemble round 
The dead, reviving at the piercing found ! 
Where men and angels Ihall to audit come. 
And millions yet unborn receive their doom ! 
Then fhall fair Providence, to all difplay'd. 
Appear divinely bright without a fhade ; 

• Pope Alexander VI, and his fon, Cafar Borgia., See 
Mr. Oo(doo^s hiilory. 

In 
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In light triumphant all her adb be fhown> 
And blufhing doabt> eternal Wifdoitt own ! 
Mean while, thou great intelligence fupreme> 
Sov'teign diredlor of this mighty £rame> 
Whofe watchful hand, and all-K)bferving ken, 
Fafhions the hearts, and views the ways of meo^ 
Whether thy hand the plenteous table fpread. 
Or meafure fparingly the daily breads 
Whether or wealth or honours gild the fcene. 
Or wants deform, and waiting anguiih ftain ; 
On thee let truth and virtue firm rely, 
Blefs'd in the care of thy appromg eye ! 
Knowtimt thy Providence, their conflant friend. 
Thro' life fhall guard them, and in death attend; 
With everlaiting arms their caufe embrace. 
And crown the paths of piety with peace. 

Goodness. 

Ye Seraphs, who God's throne incircling ftill 
With holy zeal your golden cenfers fill ; 
Ye flaming minifters, to difbmt lands 
Who bear, obfequious, his divine commands ; 
Ye Cherubs who compofe the facred choir. 
Attuning- to your voice th' angelic lyre ! 
Or ye, fair natives of the heav'niy plain. 
Who once were mortal — now a happier train ! 
Who fpend in peacefiil love your joyfid hours. 
In blifsful meads and amaranthine bow'rs. 

Oh 
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Oh lend one fpark of your celeflial fire I 

Oh deign my glowing bofom to infpire 1 

And aid the Mufe's unexperienced wing. 

While Goodnefe, theme divine, fheioarsto iing^! 

Tho' all thy attributes divinely fair. 
Thy ftdl perfeftion, glorious God! declare; 
Yet if one beam's fuperior to the reft. 
Oh let thy Goodnefs faireft be confefs 'd : 
As fhines the moon amidft her ftarry train. 
As breathes therofe amongft the flow'ry fcene. 
As the mild dove her fihrer plumes difplays. 
So iheds jthy Mercy its diftinguifh'd rays. 
This led. Creator mild, thy gracious hand. 
When fbrmleft Chaos heard thy high command ; 
When pleas'd, thine eye thy matchlefs works review*d> 
And Goodnefs, placid, ipoke that all was good \ 
Nor only does in heaven thy Goodnefs Ihine, * 
Delighted nature feels its warmth divihe ; 
The vital fun V illuminating beam. 
The filver crefcent, and the ftarry gleam ; 
As day and night, alternate they command. 
Proclaim this truth to ev'ry diftant land. 
See fmiling nature, with thy treafures fair, 
Confefs thy bounty and parental care ; 
Renew'd by Thee, the faithfiil feafons rife. 
And earth with plenty all her fons fupplies. 
The generous lion and the brindled boar. 
As nightly thro' the forcft walks they roar. 

From 
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From thee. Almighty Maker, feek their prey. 

Nor from thy hand unfed depart away : 

To thee, for meat the callow ravens ay. 

Supported by thy all-preferving eye : 

From thee, the featherM natives of the plain. 

Or thofe who range the field, or plough the main. 

Receive, with conjftant courfe, th* appointed food. 

And tafte the cup of univerial good ; 

Thy hand thou open'ft, million'd myriads live; 

Thou fix)wn'ft, they faint ; thou fmir.ft, and they 

revive ! 
On virtue's acre, as on rapine's flpres. 
See heav'n impartial deal the fruitful fliow'rs ! 
** Life's common bleffings all her children (hare,** 
Tread the fajne earth, and breathe a gen'ral air ! 
Without diflindUon, boundlefs bleffings fall. 
And Goodnefs, like the fun, enlightens all ! 
Oh man, degenerate man ! offend no more ! 
Go, learn of brutes, thy Maker to adore ! 
Shall thefe, thro' ev'ry tribe, his bounty own. 
Of all his works, ungrateful thou alone ! 
Deaf when the tuneful voice of mercy cries. 
And blind when (bv'reign Goodnefs charms the eyes ! 
Mark, even the wretch his awful name blafphemes. 
His pity fpares,— -^s clemency reclaims ! 
Obferve his patience with the guilty fbive. 
And bid the criminal repent and live ; 

Rccal 
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Recal the fugitive with gracious eye, 

Befeech the obftinate, he would not die ! 

Amazing tendemefs— amazing moft. 

The foul on whom fuch mercy fhould be loft ! 

But would'ft^ou view the rays of Goodnefs join. 

In one ftrong point of radiance all divine ! 

Behold, celeftial Mufe ! yon eaftem light ; 

To Beth'lem's plain, adoring, bend thy fight ! 

Hear the glad meflage to the Ihepherds giv'n, / 

'* Good-will on earth toman, and peace in heav'n.'* 

Attend the ^ains, purfue the ftarry road. 

And hail to earth the Saviour and the God ! 

Redemption ! oh thou beauteous myftic plan ! 

Thou falutary (burce of life to man ! 

What' toi^e can (peak thy comprehenfive grace ! 

What thought thy depths unfathomable trace ! 

, When loft in fm our ruin'd nature lay. 

When awful juftice claim'd her righteous pay ! 

See the mild Saviour bend his pitying eye. 

And ftop th' lightening juft prepared to fly ! 

(O flrange eiFeft of unexampled love !) 

View him defcend the heavenly throne above ; 

Patient, the ills of mortal life endure. 

Calm, thb' revil'd, and innocent, tho* poor ! 

Uncertain his abode, and coarfe liis food. 

His life one fair continued fcene of good : 

For us fuftain the wrath to man decreed. 

The vidUm of eternal juftice bleed ! 

Look, 
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Look, to the crofs the Lord of life is ty'd. 

They pierce his hands, and wound his facred fide ! 

See, God expires ! our forfeit to atone. 

While nature trembles at his parting groan ! 

Advance, thou hopelefs mortal, lleel'd in guilt. 

Behold, and if thou can'll, forbear to melt ! 

Shall Jefus die thy freedom to regain. 

And wilt thou drag the voluntary chain ? 

Wilt thou refufe thy kind afTeUt to give. 

When breathlefs he looks down to bid thee live ! 

Perverfe, wilt thou reject the proffered good. 

Bought with his life, and (beaming in his blood ? 

Whofe virtue can thy deepeft crimes efface, 

Reheal thy nature, and confirm thy peace ! 

Can all the errors of thy life atone. 

And raife thee from a rebel to a fon ! 

O bleft Redeemer, from thy facred throne. 

Where faints and angels fing thy triumphs won ! 

When, from the grave thou rais'd thy glorious head, 

( Chain 'd to thy car the pow'rs infernal led) 

From that exalted height of blifs fupreme. 

Look down on thofe who bear thy facred name ; 

Rellore their ways, infpire them by thy grace. 

Thy laws to follow, and thy Jleps to tface ; 

Thy bright example to thy dodlrine join, 

And'by their morals prove their faith divine ! 

Nor only to thy church confine thy ray. 

O'er the glad world thv healing light difplay ; 

Fair 
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Fair fun of righteoufnefs ! in beauty rife. 
And clear the mills that cloud the heathen ikies ! 
To Judah's remnant, now a fcatter'd train> 
Thou great Mefliah ! fhow thy promis'd reign ; 
O'er earth as wide, thy faving warmth difFufe, 
As fpreads the ambient air, or falling c^ews. 
And hafte the tune when, vanquifh'd by thy pow*r, 
jDeath fhall expire, and fin defile no mpre ! 

Glory. 

But, oh adventurous Mufe, refb*ain thy fiight. 
Dare not the blaze of uncreated light ! 
Befijre whofe glorious throne with dread furprize, 
Th' adoring feraph veils his dazzled eyes ; 
Whofe pure effiilgence, radiant to excefs. 
No colours can defcribe, or words exprefs ! 
All the fair beauties, all the lucid fiores. 
Which o'er thy works thy hand refplendent pours ; 
Feeble, thy brighter glories to difplay^ 
Pal€ as the moon before the folar ray ! 
See on his throne the Hebrew monarch plac'd. 
In all the pomp of the luxuriant Eaft ! 
While mingling gems a borrow'd day unfold. 
And the rich purple waves, embofs'd with gold ; 
Yet mark this fcene of painted grandeur yield 
To the fair lilly that adorns the field ! 

Obfcur'd, 
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ObTcur'd, l)cKbld that fiunter lilly lies. 
By the rick bird's * inimitable dyes ; 
Yet thefe furvey, confounded and outdone 
By the fuperior luibe of the fun^ 
That fun himfelf withdraws his leffen'd beam 
From Thee,, the glorious author of his frame I 
Tranfcendcnt pow'r ! fole arbiter of fate ! 
How great thy glory ! and thy bliis how great I 
To view from thy exalted throne above, 
(Eternal fourceof light, and life, and love!) 
Unnumber'd creatures draw their fmrling birth> 
To blefs the heav'ns, or beautify the earth ; 
While fyftems roll, obedient to thy view. 
And worlds rejoice— *which Newton never knew f 
1'hen raife the fong,' the general anthem raife. 
And fwell the concert of eternal praife ! 
Affift ye orbs that form this boundlefs whole. 
Which in the womb of (pace unnumber'd roll; 
Ye planets, who compofe our lefler fcheme. 
And bend, concertive, round the folar frame ; 
Thou eye of nature ; whofe extenlive ray. 
With endlefs charms adorns the face of day ; 
Confepting raife th' harmonious joyful found. 
And he^T his praifes thro' the vaft profound : 
His praift, ye winds, that fan the chearfiil air. 
Swift as ye pafs along your pinions bear ! 

« The ManulodoUy or Bird of Paradlfei fecA in the Spice^flandt* 
C «k& 
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His praife let ocean thro* henrealms' difplay. 

For as her circling^ billows can convey ! 

His praife, ye mifty vapours, wide diiFufe, 

In rains defcending, or in milder dews; 

His praifes whifper, ye majeftic trees. 

As your tops ruflle to the vocal breeze ! 

His praife around, ye flow'ry tribes exhale. 

Far as your fweets embalm the fpicy gale ! 

His praife ye dimpled llreams, to earth reveal. 

As pleased ye murmur thro' the flow'ry vale. 

His praife ye feather'd choirs diftinguifh'd iing. 

As to your notes the tuneful forefls ring ! 

His praife proclaim, ye monllers of the deep. 

Who in the vaft abyfs your revels keep ! 

Or ye fair natives of our earthly fcene. 

Who range the wilds, or haunt the pafture green t 

Nor thou, vain lord of earth, with carelefs ear. 

The univerfal hymn of worihip hear ! 

But ardent in the facred chorus join. 

Thy foul traniported with the talk divine ! 

While by his works th' Almighty is confefs'd. 

Supremely glorious, and fupremely blefs'd! 

Great Lord of life ! from whom this humble frame 

Derives the pow'r to iing thy holy name. 

Forgive the lowly mufe, whofe artlefs lay 

Has dar'd thy facred attributes furvey ! , 

Delighted oft thro* nature's beauteous field. 

Has (he ador'd thy Wil'dom bright reveal'd ; 

Oft 
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Oft have her wifhes aim'd the fecret fbng. 
But awful reverence flill with-held her tongue : 
Yet as thy bounty lent the reasoning beam. 
As feels my confcious breafl thy vital flame. 
So, bleft Creator, let thy fervant pay 
His mite of gratitude this feeble way. 
Thy Goodnefs own, thy Providence adore. 
He yields thee only — ^wh^t was thine before ^- 



C 2 A D A M*^! 



zt POEMSFOR 



ADAM'S MORNING HYMN. 

THE S E are thy glorious works, parent of good. 
Almighty, thine this univerfal frame. 
Thus wondrous fair ; thyfelf how wondrous then ! 
Unfpeakable, who fitt'ft above thefe heaV'ns, 
To us invifible, or dimly fecn 
In thefe thy lowed works ; yet thefe declare 
Thy goodnefs beyond thought, and pow'r divine* 
Speak ye who beftcan tell, ye fons of light. 
Angels ; for ye behold him, and with fbngs 
And choral fymphonies, day without night. 
Circle his throne rejoicing ; ye in heav'n. 
On earth join all ye creatures to extol 
Him firil, him laft, him midft, and without end, 
Faireft of ftars, laft in the train of night. 
If better thou belong not to the dawn. 
Sure pledge of day, that crown'ft the finlling mom 
With thy bright circlet, praife him in thy fphere. 
While day arifes, that fweet hour of prime. 
Thou fun, of this great world both eye and foul,- 
Acknowledge him thy greater : found his praii^ 
In thy eternal courfe, both when thou climb'ft. 
And when high noon haft gain'd, and when thou fall'H. 
Moon, that now meet'ft the orient fun, now fly'ft 

With 
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With the iix'd ftars, fix'd in their orb that flies ; 

And ye five other wand'ring fires that move 

In myftic dance not without fong, refound 

His praife, who out of darknefs call'd up light. 

Air, and ye elements, the cldeft birth 

Of nature's womb, that in quaternion run 

Perpetual circle, multiform ; and mix. 

And nouriih all things ; let your ceafelefs change 

Vary to our great Maker flill new praife. 

Ye mifb and exhalations that now rife 

From hill or fteaming lake, dufky or gray. 

Till the fun paint your fleecy fkirts with gold. 

In honour to the world's great Author rife. 

Whether to deck with clouds th' uncolour'd iky. 

Or wet the thirily earth with falling fhowers> 

Riflng or falling ftill advance his praife. 

His praife, ye winds, that from four quarters blow, 

Breatlie fbft or loud ; and wave your tops, ye pines. 

With every plant, in fign of worihip wave. 

Fountains, and ye, that warble, as ye flow. 

Melodious murmurs, warbling tune his praife. 

Join voices all ye living fouls ; ye birds. 

That finging up to heaven-gate afcend. 

Bear on your-wings and in your notes his praife. 

Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk 

The earth, and flately tread, or lowly creep j 

Witncfs if I be filent, morn or even> 

C 3 To 
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To hill, or valley, fountain, or friefh fliade. 
Made vocal by my fong, and taught his praifc. 
Hail univerfal Lord, be bounteous iHll 
To give OS only good ; and if the night 
Have gather'd ought of evil, or conceal'd, - 
Pifperfe it, as now light difpels the dark« 



MESSIAH, 
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MESSIAH, a Sacred Eclogue. 

By Mr; Pop e. 

YE nymphs of Solyma ! begin the fbng : 
To heav'niy themes fublimer flrains belong. 
The mofly fountains, and the fylvan (hades, . 
The dreams of Pindus and th' Aonian maids. 

Delight no more O thou my voice infpire 

Who touch'd Ifaiah's hallow'd lips with fire ! 
Rapt into fiiture times, the Bard begun : 
A Virgin Ihall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son ! 
From Jefle's root behold a branch arifS, 
Whofe facred flow'r with fragrance fills the (kies : 
Th' sethereal fpirit o'er its leaves ihall move. 
And on its top defcends the myflic dove. 
Ye heav*ns ! from high the dewy neftar pour. 
And in foft filence fhed the kindly fhow'r ! 
The fick and weak the healing plant ihall aid. 
From ilonns a ihelter, and from heat a ihade. 
All crimes ihall ccafe, and ancient fraud ihall fail ; 
Returning juitice lift aloft her fcale j 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend. 
And white rob'd innocence from heav'n defcend. 
Swift fly the years, and rife th* expefted morn ! 
Oh fpring to light, aufpicious Babe, be born ! 
See nature hafles her earliefl wreaths to bring. 
With all the incenfe of the breathing fpring : 

C 4 See 
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See lofty Lebanon his head advance. 
See nodding forefts on the mountaii^s dance r 
See fpjcy clouds from lowly Saron rife. 
And Carmel's flow'ry top perfumes the flcies I 
Hark ! a glad voice the londy defert chears j 
Prepare the way ! a God, a God appears : 
A God, a God ! the vocal hills reply. 
The rocks proclaim th' approaching Deity. 
Lo, earth receives him from the bending Mes 1 
Sink down, ye mountains, and» ye rallies, rife j^ 
With heads declined, ye cedars> homage pay ; 
Be fmooth ye rocks ; ye rapid floods, give way I 
The Saviour comes ! by ancient bards foretold : 
Hear him, ye deaf, and all ye blind, behold ! 
He from thick films ihall purge the vifual ray» 
And on the iightlefs eye-ball pour the day : 
*Tis he th' obftrudtcd paths of found fhall clear*. 
And bid new mufic charm th' unfolding ear : 
The dumb ihall fing, the lame his crutch &reg&«. 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe* 
No figh^ na murmur the wide world ihall hear>. 
From ev'ry face he wipes olF cv'ry tear. 
In adamantine chains ihall disath be bound. 
And hell's grim tyrant feel th' eternal wound*. 
As the good ihepherd tends bis ileecy care. 
Seeks frefheil paibire, and the purell air. 
Explores the loft, the wand'ring iheep diredls. 
By day o'erfces them, and by night protedts. 

The 
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The tender lambs he raiies in his arms. 

Feeds £rom his hand, and in his bofom warms ; 

Thus fhall mankind his guardian care engage. 

The promised fother of the future age. 

No more ihall nation againfl nation rife. 

Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes. 

Nor fields with gleaming fteel be cover'd o'er> 

The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more ; 

But ufelefs lances into fcythes fhall bend. 

And the broad faulchion in a plow-fhare end*. 

Then palaces fhall rife ; the joyful fbn 

Shall finifh what his fhort-liv'd fire begun ; 

Their vines a fhadow to their race fhall yield,f 

And the fame hand that fow'd, fhall reap the fields 

The fwain in barren deferts with furprize 

Sees lilies fpring, and fudden verdure rife ; 

And Harts amidfl the thirfly wilds to hear 

New falls of water murm'ring in his ear* 

On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes,. 

The green reed trembles, and the bulruih nodsr . 

Wafle fandy valleys, once perplex'd with thom„ 

The fpiry fir and fhapely box adorn v 

To leaflefs fhrubs the flow'ry palms fucceed. 

And od'rous myrtle to the noifbm weed. 

The lambs with wolves fhall graze the verdant mead^ 

And boys in flow'ry bands the tiger lead ;. 

The fleer and lion at one crib ihall meet. 

And harmlefs ferpents lick the pilgrim's feet.^ 

C 5 The 
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The fmlHng infant in his hand fliall take 
The crefted bafilifk and fpeckled fhake, 
Pleas'd the green luftre of the fcales furvey. 
And with their forky tongue (hall innocently play^ 
Rife, crown'd with light, imperial Sakn», rife I 
Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes I 
See a long race thy fpacious courts adorn ; 
See future fons, and daughters yet unborn. 
In crowding ranks on ev'ry fide arife. 
Demanding life, impatient for the fkies ! 
See barbarous nations at thy gates attend. 
Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend j 
See thy bright altars thiong'd with profbate kings^ 
And heap'd with produfts of Sabeean fprings I 
For thee Jdume's fpicy forefls blow. 
And feeds of ^old in Ophir's mountains glow* 
See heav'n its iparkling portals wide difplay. 
And break upon thee in a flood of day !• 
No more the rifing fun (hall gild the morn> 
> Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her filver horn ;. 
But loft, diflblv'din thy fuperior rays. 
One tide of glory, ond unclouded blaze 
O'erflow thy courts : the light himfelf ihall fhine 
Reveal 'd, and God'a eternal day be thine ! 
The fefti fhall wafte, the ikies in finoke decay » 
Rocks fall to duft, and mountains melt away ;. 
But fix'd his' word, liis faving pow'r remains ; 
,Thy realm for ever lafls, thy own Meffiah reigns I 

The 
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The UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 

. By the Same. 

FA TH E R of all ! in ev'iy age. 
In ev'ry dime ador'<f. 
By faint, by favage, and by fage, 

Jehovah, Jove, or Lord ! 

f 

Thou great firft caufe, leaft underfteod : 

Who all my fenfe confin'd 
To know but this, that thou art good. 

And diat myfelf am blind ; 

Yet gave me, in this dark ellate. 

To fee the good from ill ; 
And binding nature fall in fate. 

Left free the human will. 

What confcience didlates to be done. 

Or warns me not to do. 
This, teach me more than hell to Ihun, 

That, more than heav'n purfue. 

What bleffings thy free bounty gives. 

Let me not caft away ; 
For God is paid when man receives, 

T' enjoy is to obey. 

C 6 Yet 
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Yet not to earth's contradled fpan 
Thy goodnefs let me bounds 

Or think thee Lord alone of man. 

When thoafand worlds are round : 

Let not this weak, unknowing hand 
Prefume thy bolts to throw. 

And deal damnation round the land. 
On each I judge thy foe. 

If I am right, thy grace impart. 
Still in the right to ftay : 

If I am wrong, oh teach my heart 
To find that better way. 

Save me alike fit>m fbolilh pride> 

Or impious difcontent, . 
At aught thy wifdom has deny*d> 

Or aught thy goodnefs lent* 

Teach me to feel another's woe* 

To hide the fault I fee ; 
That mercy I to others fhow> 

That mercy ihow to me,. 

Mean tho' I am, not wholly fi>. 

Since quick'ned by thy breath ;: 

O lead me wherefoe'er I go. 

Thro' this day's life or death. 



T]a» 
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This day, be bread and peace my lot : 

Ail elie beneath the fun. 
Thou know'ft if beft beftow*d or not. 

And let Ay will be done. 

To thee, whofe temple is all fpace,, 

Whofe altar, earth. Tea, ikies I 
One chorus let all being raife ! 

All nature's incenfe life L 



NI GUT 
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NIGHT THOUGHTS, by Dr. Young. 
-NIGHT FIRST. 

TIR'D nature's fwcet reftorer, balmy fleep ! 
He, like the world, his ready vifit pays 
Where fortune fmiles ; the wretched he forfakes : 
Swift on his downy pinions flies from woe. 
And lights on lids unfully'd with a tear. 

From fhort (as ufual) and difturb'd repofe, 
I wake : how happy they, who wake no more ! 
The day too fhort for my diftrefs ! and night, 
Ev'n in the zenith of her dark domain. 
Is fun-lhine, to the colour of my fate. 
Night, fable goddefs ! from her ebon throne. 
In raylefs majefty, now flretches forth 
Her leaden fceptre o'er a flumb'ring world. 
Silence, how dead 1 and darknefs, how profound ! 
Nor eye, nor lift'ning ear, an objedl finds ; 
Creation fleeps. 'Tis, as the gen'ral pulfe 
Of life flood flill, and nature made a paufe ; 
An awful paufe ! prophetic of her end. 
And let her prophecy be foon fulfill'd; 
Fate ! drop the curtain ; I can lofe no more. 
O Thou ! whofe word from folid darknefs flruck 
That fpark the fun ; flrike wifdom from my foul ; 
My foul, which flies to thee, her trufl, her treafure. 
As mifers to their gold, while others refl. 

Thro* 
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Thro' this opaque of nature, and of foul. 
This double night, tranfmlt one pitying ray. 
To lighten, and to chear. O lead my mind, 
(A mind that fain would wander from its woe) 
JLead it thro' vaiioas fcenes of life, and death. 
And from each fcene the noblell truths infpire. 
Nor lefs infpire my condudl, than my fong ; 
Teach my beft reafon, reafon ; my beft will 
Teach reftitude ; and Rx my firm refolve 
Wifdom to wed, and pay her long arrear : 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 
On this devoted head, be pour*d in vain. 
The bell ftrikes one. We take no note of time> 
Bat from its lofs. To give it then a tongue. 
Is wife in man. As if an angel ipoke, 
I feel the folemn found. If heard aright. 
It is the knell of my departed hours : 
Where are they I With the years beyond the flood* 
It is the ilgnal that demands difpatch t 
How much is to be done ? my hopes and fears 
Start up alarm'd, and o'er life's narrow verge 
Look down — on what ? a fathomlefs abyfs ; 
A dread eternity ! how furely mine 1 
And can eternity belong to me. 
Poor peniioner on the bounties of an hour? 
How poor, how rich, how abjed, how auguft^ 
How complicate, how wonderful, is man ! 
How paffing wonder He, who made him fuclil 
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Who centred in our make fuch (bange extreme S 

From diiF'rent natures marveloufly mixt, . 

Connexion exqaifite of diflant worlds ! 

Giilinguifh'd link in Being's endlefs chain I , 

Midway from nothing to the Deity ! 

A beam ethereal fuUy'd, and abforpt ; 

Tho' fully'd, anddiihonouPdi, ftill divine !■ 

Dim miniature of greatnefs abfolute 1 

An heir of glory ! a frail child of duft ! 

Helple^ immortal 1 infedl infinite I 

A worm ! a. god ! I tremble at myfelf. 

Our waking dreams are fatal. How I dreamt: 

Of joys perpetual in perpetual change ! 

Of ftable pleafures on the toiling wave ! 

Eternal funihine in the ilorms of life ! 

How richly were my noon-tide trances hung: 

With gorgeous tapeftries of pidur*d joys ! 

Joy behind joy, in endlefs peripeftive ! 

Till at death's toll, whofe reftlefs iron tongue 

Calls daily for his millions at a meal. 

Starting I woke, and found myfelf undone. 

Where now my phrenfy's pompous furniture ?. 

The cobweb 'd cottage, with its ragged wall 

Of mould'ring mud, is royalty to me ! 

The ipider's moll attenuated thread 

Is cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 

On earthly blifs ; it breaks at ev'ry breeze. 

O ye bleit fcenes of permanent delight I 

FuII^ 
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Full, above meafure ! lailing, beyond bound ! 

A perpetuity of blifs, is blife. 

Could you, fo rich in rapture, fear an end. 

That ghaftly thought would drink up all your joy> 

And quite unparadife the realms of light. 

Safe are you lodg'd above thefe rolling (pheres ;; 

The baleful influence of whole giddy dance 

Sheds fad viciflkudo on all beneath. 

Here teems with revolutions every hour. 

And rarely for the better ; or the befl;. 

More mortal than the common births of fate.. 

Each moment has its fickle, emulous. 

Of time's enormous fcythe, whofe ample fweep 

Strikes empires fiom the root ; each moment playft 

His little weapon in the narrower ^ere 

Of fweet domeftic comfort, and cuts dowa 

The hiieft bloom of fublunary blifs. 

Slifs [ fublunary blifs ! — ^Proud words, and vaia !. 

Implicit treafon to divine decree ! 

A bold invafion of the rights of heav'n ! 

I clafpM the phantoms, and I found them air.. 

Oh had I weigh'd it ere my fond embrace I 

What darts of agony had mifs'd my heart ! 

Death ! great proprietor of all ! 'tis thine 

To tread out empire, and to quench the ftars^ 

The fun himfelf by thy permiflion fhines ; 

And, one day, thou fhalt pluck him from his Qihere.. 

Amid fuch mighty plunder, why exhauft 
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Thy partial quiver on a mark fo mean ? 

Why thy peculiar rancour wreck' d on mc ? 

Infatiate archer ! could not one fuffice ? 

Thy fliaft flew thrice ; and thrice my peace was flain ; 

And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fiU'd her horn. 

Cynthia ! why fo pale ? Doii thou lament 

Thy wretched neighbour ? Grieve to fee thy wheel 
Of ceafelefs change outwhirl'd in human life ? 
How wanes niy borrowed blifs ! from fortune's fmile« 
Precarious courtfcy ! not virtue's fure. 
Self-given, (blar, ray of found delight. 
In ev'ry vary'd poflure, place> and hour. 
How widow'd ev'ry thought of ev'ry joy ! 
Thought, bufy thought 1 too bufy for my peace ! 
Thro' ,the dark poftern of time long elaps'd, 
Led'foftly, by the ftillnefs of the night. 
Led, like a murderer, (and fuch it proves !) 
Strays, (wretched rover !) o'er the pleafing paft ; 
In quell pf wretchednefs perverfely ftrays ; 
And finds all defert now; and meets the ghofts 
Of my departed joys f a num'rous train ! 

1 rue the riches of my former fate ; 
Sweet comfort's bl ailed clufters I lament ; 
I tremble at the bleflings once fo dear ; 
And ev'ry pleafure pains me to the heart. 
Yet why complain ? or why complain for one ? 
Hangs out the fun his lullre but for me. 

The fingle man ? Are angels all befide ? 

I mourn 
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I mourn for millions : 'tis the common lot ; 
In this (hape, or in that, has fate entail'd 
The mother's throes on all of woman born. 
Not more the children, than fure heirs of pain. 
War, famine, pell, volcano, ftorm, and fire, 
Inteiline broils, oppreffion, with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple brafs, bciiege mankind, 
God's image dilinherited of day, 
' Here, plung'd in mines, forgets a fun was made . 
There, beings deathlefs as their haughty lord. 
Are hammer'd to the galling oar for life ; 
And plow the winter's wave, and^reap defpair. 
Some, for hard mailers, broken under arms. 
In battle lopt away, with half their limbs. 
Beg bitter bread thro' realms their valour fav'd. 
If fo the tyrant, or his minion, doom. 
Want, and incurable difeafe, (fell pair !) 
On hopelefs multitudes remorfelefs feize 
At once ; and make a refuge of the grave. 
How groaning hofpitals ejedl their dead ! 
What numbers groan for fad admiflion there ! 
What numbers, once in fortune's lap high-fed. 
Solicit the cold hand of charity ! 
To Ihock us more, folicit it in vain ! 
Ye iilken fons of pleafure ! fmce in pains 
You rue more modilh vifits, vifit here. 
And breathe from your debauch : give, and reduce 
Surfeit's dominion o'er you : but, fo great 

Your 
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Your impudence, you blufh at what is right t 

Happy ! did forrowfeize on fuch alone. 

Not prudence can defend, or virtue fave ; 

Dileale invades the chafteft temperance ; 

And punifhment the guiltlefs ; and alarm, . 

Thro' thickeft fhades, purfues the (bund of peacc^ 

Man's caution often into danger turns. 

And his guard falling, crulhes him to death.. 

Not happinefs itfelf makes good her name ;. 

Our very wifhes give us not our wifh. 

How diftant oft the thing we doat on moft> 

From that for which we doat, felicityf 

The^mootheft courfe of nature has its pains ; 

And trueft friends, thro* error, wound our reft,. 

Without misfortune^ what calamities ! 

And what hoflilities, without a foe ! 

Nor are foes wanting to the befl on earth* 

But endlefs is the lift of human ills. 

And iighs might (boner £dl, thaacaufe to figh.. 

A part how (mall of the terraqueous globe 

Is tenanted by man I the reft a wafte. 

Rocks, defarts, frozen feas, and burning fands : 

Wild haunts of monfters, poifbns, ftings, and death«. 

Such is earth's melancholy map ! but, far- 

More fad ! this earth is a true map of man. 

So bounded are its hai^hty lord's delights 

To woe's wide empire ; where deep troubles tof^^ 

Loud ibrrowa howU invenom'd pafiions bite. 

Ray'noiig 
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Rav'nous calamities our vitals feize. 

And threatening £ite wide opens to devour. 

What then am I, who forrow for myfelf ? 

In age, in infency, from others aid 

Is all our hope ; to teach us to be kind. 

That, nature's firi^, laft leflbn to mankind; 

The felEih heart deferves the pain it feels. 

More gen'rous forrow, while it finks, exalts ; 

And confcious virtue mitigates the pang. 

Nor virtue, more than prudence, bids me give 

Swoln thought a fecond channel ; who divide. 

They weaken too, the torrent of their grief. 

Take then, O world ! thy much-indejbted tear. 

How fad a fight is human happinefs. 

To thofe whofe thought can pierce beyond an hour ! 

G thou*! whatever thou art ! whofe heart exults ! 

WouldH thou I fhould congratulate thy ^te ? 

I know thou would'fl ; thy pride demands it fix>m me« 

Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs. 

The falutary cenfure of a friend, ~ 

Thou happy wretch ! by blindnefs art thou bleft ; 

By dotage dandled to perpetual finiles. 

Know, finiler ! at thy peril art thou pleas'd ; 

Thy plcafure is the promife of thy pain. . 

Misfortune, like a creditor fevere, 

£ut rifes in demand for her delay ; 

She makes a fcourge of paft profperity. 

To fling thee more,' and double thy diilrefi« 

The 
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The iprightly lark's (hrill matin wakes the niorn. 

Griefs fharpeft thorn hard-prefling on my brcaft, 

I ftrive, with wakeful melody to chear 

The fallen gloom, fweet Philomel ! like thee. 

And call the ftars to liflen : ev'ry ftar 

Is deaf to mine, enamoured of thy lay. 

Yet be not vain ; there are, who thine excel. 

And charm thro' diftant ages : wrapt in fhade, 

Pris'ner of darknefs ! to the filent hours. 

How often I repeat their rage divine. 

To lull my griefs, and Ileal my heart from woe ! 

I roll their raptures, but not catch their flames. 

THE THIRD NIGHT, 

Narcissa. 

FROM dreams, where thought in fancy's maze 
runs mad. 
To realbn, that heav'n-lighted lamp in man. 
Once more I wake ; and at the deftin'd hour, 
Pundlual as lovers to the moment fworn, 
I keep my affignation with my wpe. 

O loft to virtue, loft to manly thought. 
Loft to the noble fallies of the foul ! 
Who think it folitude, to be alone. 
Communion fweet ! communion large, and high ! 
Our reafon, guardian angel, and our God ! 
Then ncareft thefe, when others moft remote j 

And 
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And all, ere long, fhall be remote, but thefe. 

How dreadful, then, to meet them all alone, 

A llranger I unacknowledged ! unapprov'd ! 

Now woo them ; wed them ; bijid them to thy breaft ; 

To win thy wilh, creation has no more. 

Or if we vnify a fourth, it is a friend — i-* 

But friends, how mortal ! dangerous the deiirc. 

Take Phoebus to yourfelvcs, ye bafking bards/. 

Inebriate at fair fortune's fountain head ; 

And reeling thro' the wildernefe of joy ; 

Where fenfe runs favage, broke from reafon's chain. 

And iings felfe peace, till fpiother'd by the pall. 

My fortune is unlike ; unlike my fbng ; 

Unlike the deity my fbng invokes. 

I to day's foft-ey'd filter pay my court, 

(Endymion's rival 1) and her aid implore ; 

Now firft implor'd in fuccour to the mufe. 

And kind thou wilt be ; kind on fuch a theme ; 
A theme fo like thee, a -quite l^ar theme, , 
Soft, modeft, melancholy, female, fair ! 
A theme that rofe all pale, and told my foul, 
'Twas night ; on her fond* hopes perpetual night ; 
A night which ftruck a damp, a deadlier damp. 
Than that which fmote me from Philander's tomb. 
Narciffa follows, ere his tomb^is clos'd. 
Woes clufter ; rare are folitary woes ; 
They love a train ; they tread each other's heel ; 
Her death invades his mournfid right, and claims 

The 
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The grief that ftarted from my lids for liim ^ 
Seizes the ^thlefs, alienated tear, . 
Or fhares it, ere it falls. So ^quent death» 
Sorrow, he more than caufes, he confounds ; 
For human fighs his rival fh*okes contend. 
And make diftrefs, diflradion. O Philander j 
What was thy fate ? A double fate to me ; 
Portent, and pain ! a menace, and a blow ! 
Like the black raven hov'ring o'er my peace. 
Not lefs a bird of omen, than of prey. 
It call'd NarciiTa long before her hour ; 
Jt call'd her tender foul, by break of blifs^ 
' From the firft blofTom, from the buds of joy ; 
Thofe few our noxious fate unblafbd leaves^ 
In this inclement clime of human life. 

Sweet harmoniH ! and beautiful as fweet I 
And young as beautiful ! and foft as young ! 
And gay as foft ! and innocent as gay !' 
And happy (if aught happy here) as good ! 
For fortune fond had built her neft on high. 
Like birds quite exquiiite of note and plume, 
Transiixt by fate (who loves a lofty mark). 
How from the fummit of the grove fhe fell. 
And left it unharmonious ! All its charm 
Extinguilht in the wonders of her fong I 
Her fong fHll vibrates in my ravilht ear, • 
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
(O to forget her !) thrilling thro' my heart ! 

Song, 
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Song, beauty, youth, love, virtue, joy ! this group 

Of bright ideas, flow'rs of paradife. 

As yet unforfeit ! in one blaze we bind, 
' Kneel, and prefent it to the fkies ; as all 
' We guefs of heav'n : and thefe were all her own. 

And ihe was -mine ; and I was — ^was xnoft bleU-*- 

Gay title of the deepeft mifery I 

As bodies grow more pond'rous, robb'd of life ; 

Good loil weighs more in grief, than gain'd, in joy. 

Like bloflbm'd trees, o'erturn'd by vernal ftorm. 

Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay ; 

And If in death ftill lovely, lovelier there ; 

.Far lovelier ! pity fwells the tide of love. 

And will not the fevere cxcufe a figh ? 

Scorn the proud man that is afham'd to weep .; 

Our tears indulg'd indeed defcrve our fhame. 

Ye that e'er loft an angel ! pity me. 
Soon as the luftre languiftit in her eye. 

Dawning a dimmer day on human fight ; 

And on her cheek, the refidence of fpring, 

Pale omen fat ; and fcatter'd fears around 

On all that faw (and who would ceafeto gaze. 

That once had feen ?) with hade, parental halle, 

I flew, I fnatch'd her from the rigid north. 

Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew. 

And bore her nearer to the fun ; the fun 

(As if the fun could envy) chcckt his beam, 

Dcny'd his wonted fuqcour ; nor with more 

D Regrftt 
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Regret beheld her drooping, than the belis 
Of lilies, faireft lilies, not fo fair. 
Queen lilies ! and ye painted populace ! 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrofial lives ; 
In mom and ev'ning dew your beauties bathe. 
And drink the fun ; which gives yOur cheeks to gla 
And out blufli (mine excepted) ev'ry fair ; , 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand* 
Which often cropt yoUr odours, incenle meet 
To thought fo pure ! her flow'ry ftate of mind 
In joy unfall'n. Ye lovely fugitives ! 
Coaeval race with man ! for man you fmile ; 
Why not fmile at him too ! you ihare indeed 
His fudden pafs ; but not his conflant pain. 

So man is made, nought minifters delight^ 
But what his glowing paffions can engage ; , 
And glowing paffions, bent on aught below» 
Mull, foon or late, with anguifli turn the fcale j 
And anguifh, after rapture, bow fevere ! 
Rapture ? bold man ! who tempts the wrath divine. 
By plucking fruit deny'd to mortal tailc, 
Whilft here, prefuming on the rights of heav'n. 
For tranfport doll thou call on ev'ry hour, 
Lorenzo? at thy friend's expence be wife ; 
Lean not on earth ; 'twill pierce thee to the heart ' 
A broken reed, at beft ; but, oft, a fpear ; »^ 
On its fliarp point peace bleeds, and hope expires. 
Turn, hopelcfs thought I turn from her : thought repell' 

Rcfenti 
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Refenting rallies, and wakes ev'ry woe. 
Snatch'd ere thy prime ! and in thy bridal hour ! 
And when kind fortune, with thy lover, fhiil'd ! 
And wheA high-flavour'd thy frefh-op'ning joys ! 
And when blind man pronounc'd thy blifs cpniplete ! 
And on a foreign fliorc ; where ftraftgers wept ! 
Strangers to thee ; and, more furpriiing ftill. 
Strangers to kindnefs, wept*: their eyes let fall 
Inhuman tears ; ftrange tears! that trickled dowil 
From marble hearts ! obdurate t^ndernefs I 
A tendernefs that caird them more fevere ; 
In fpite of nature's foft perfuaiion, fteel'd ; 
While nature melted, fuperJftition rav'd ; 
That mourn'd the dead ; and this deny'd a grave* 
[ Their fighs incenft ; iighs foreign to the will ! 
Their will the Tyger fuck'd, outraged the florm. 
For oh ! the curU ungodlinefs of zeal ! 
While fmful flelh relented, fpirit nurft 
In blind infallibility's embrace. 
The fainted fpirit petrify'd the breaft; 



yj Deny'd the charity of duft, to ipread 
A O'er duft ! a charity their dogs enjoy. 
N What could I do ? what fuccoor ? what refource ? 

With pious facrilege a grave Lftole ; 

With impious piety that grave I wrong'd ; 

Short in my duty ; coward in my grief! 

More like her murderer, than friend, I crept> 

With foft-fttfpended Hep; and^ muffled deep 

D 2 ItV 
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In midnight darknefs, whifper'd my I aft iigh. 
I whiiper*d what fhould echo thro' their realms : 
Nor writ her name, whofe tomb fhould pierce the H 
Prefumptaous fear ! how durfl I dread her foes 
While nature*s loudeH dilates 1 obeyed ? 
Pardon ncceffity, bleJft (hade ! Of grief 
And indignation rival burfts I poured ; 
Half-execration mingled with my prayV ; 
Kindled at man, while I his God ador'd $ 
Sore-grudg'd the favage land her facred duft ; 
Stampt the curft ibil ; and with humanity 
(Depy'd NarcifTa) wifh'd them all a grave. 

Glows my refentment into guilt ? what guilt 
Can equal violations of the dead ? 
The dead how facred I facred is the duft 
Of this heav'n-labour'd form, eredl, divine f 
This heav'n-afTum'd majedic robe of earth. 
He deign'd to wear, who hung the vafl expanfe 
With azure bright, and cloath'd the fun in gold. 
When every paflion fleeps th^t can offend ; 
When ftrikes us ev*ry motive thatxan melt ; 
When man can wreak hit rancour uncontrourd. 
That ftrongeft curb on infult and ill-will j 
Then, fpleen to duft ? the dull of innocence ? 
An angel's duft ! — this Lucifer tranfcends ; 
When he contended for the patriarch's bone*, 
'Twas not the ftrife of malice^ but of pride ; 
The ftrife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. 

Fa 
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Sar lefs than this is (hocking in a race 
Moil wretched^ but from dreams of mutual love ; 
And uncreate J, but for love divine ; 
And, but for love divine, this moment, loft. 
By fate reforb'd, and funk in endkfs night. 
Man hard of heart to man ! of horrid things 
Moft horrid 1 'mid ftupendous, highly ftrange ! 
Yet oft his courteiies are fmoother wrongs ^ 
Pride brandiihes the favours, he confers. 
And contumelious his humanity : 
What jthen his vengeance ? hear it not, ye ftars ! 
And thou, pale moon ! turn paler at the found; 
Man is to man the foreft, fureft, ill. 
A previous blaft foretels the ri£ng ftorm ; 
Overwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall ; 
Volcanos bellow ere they difembogue ; 
Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour ; . 
And fmoke betrays the wide-confuming fire : 
kuin from man is moft conceal'd when near. 
And fends the dreadful ti<tings in the blow. 
Is this the flight of fancy ? would it were ! 
Heav'n's Sovereign faves all beings but himfelf. 
That hideous fight, a naked human heart. 

Fir'd is the mufe ? and let the mufe be fir'd : 
Who not infiam'd, when what he ^aks, he feels^ 
And in the nerve moft tender, in his friends ? 
Shame to mankind ! Philander had his foes ; 
He felt the truths I fing, and I in him. 
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Bat he, nor I, fed more : paft ills, Narciffii ! 
Are funk in thee, thoa recent wound of heart i 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs ; 
Pangs numerous, as the num'rous ills that iwarm'd 
O'er thy diftinguifht fete, and, cluft'ring there 
Thick as the locuft on the land of Nile, 
Made death more deadly, and more dark the gravcu 
Reflect (if not forgot my touching tale) 
How was each circumflance with afpics arm'd ? 
An afpic, each ; and all, an hydra woe. 
What flrong Herculean virtue could fuffice ?-«- 
Or is it virtue to be conquer'd here ? 
This hoary cheek a train of tears htiews $ 
And each tear mourns its owfi diftinft diftrefi^ 
And each diflrefs, diftindly mourned, demands 
Of grief (till more, as heightened by the whoIe« 
A grief like this proprietors ejcjcludes : 
Not friends alone fuch obfequies deplore ; 
They make mankind the mourner ; carry fighs 
Far as the fetal fame can wing her way ; 
And turn the gayeft thought of gayeft age, 
Down their right channel, thro' the vale of death* 
The vale of death ! that hulht Cimmerian vale> 
Where darknefs, brooding o*er unfinilht fetes. 
With raven wing incumbent, waits the day 
(Dread day !) that interdidks all future change I 
That fubterranean world, that land of ruin ! 
Fit walk, Lorenzo, for proud human thought ! 

• Thete 
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There let my thought expatiate ; and explore * 

Balfamic truths, and healing fentiments. 

Of all moft wanted, and mofl welcome, here. 

For gay Lorenzo's fake, and for thy own^ 

My foul 1 ** The fruits of dying friends furvey ; 

** Expofe the vain of life; weigh life and death: 

*' Give death his eulogy; thy fear fubdu'd; 

•* And labour that firft palm of noble minds, 

•' A manly fcorn g( terror from the tomb," 

This harveft reap from thy Narcifla's grave. 
As poets feign'd, from Ajax' ftreaming blood 
Arofe> with grief infcrib'd, a mournful flow'r ; 
Let wifdom bloflbm from my mortal wound. 
And iirfl> of dying friends ; what fndt from thefe? 
It brings us more than triple aid; an aid 
To chafe our thoughtleiTnefs, fear, pride, and guilt. 
Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud. 
To damp our brainlefs ardors ; and abate 
That glare of life, which often blinds the wife. 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to fmooth 
Our rugged pafs to death ; to break thofe bars 
Of terror, and abhorrence, nature throws 
Crofs our obftrudled way ; and, thus, to make 
Welcome, as fafe, our port from ev'ry florm. 
Each friend by fate fnatch'd from us, is a plume 
Pluckt from the wing of human vanity. 
Which makes us ftoop from our aereal heights, 

D 4 And> 
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And^ dampt with omen of our own decenfc. 

On drooping pinions of ambition lowered, 

Juft fkim earth^s forfacc, ere we break it up, 

0*er putrid pride to fcratch a little du^. 

And fave the world a nuifance. Smitten fHeiuk 

Are angels fent on errands full of love ; 

For us they ianguiih, and for us they die i 

And fhall they languiih, (hall they die, in vain ? 

Ungrateful, fhall we grieve their hov'ring ihades. 

Which wait the revolution in our hearts ? 

Shall we difdain their filent, ibft addrefs ; 

Their poflhumous advice, and pious pray*r ? 

Senfelefs, as herds that graze their hallow'd graves. 

Tf ead under-fbot their agonies and groans ; 

Frufbate their anguifh, and deflroy their deaths f 



HYMNS 



7 OUN G L A D I E S, 57 

HYMNS by Mr. Addisok^ 

Prqvidencb* 

THE Lord my paftare fhall prepare. 
And feed me with a (hepherd's care ; 
His prefence fhall my wants fupply. 
And guard me with a watchful eye ; 
My noon-day walks he (hall attend. 
And all my midnight hours defend* 

When in the fultry glebe I faint. 
Or on the thirfty mountain pant ; 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary wand'ring fteps he leads ; 
Where peaceful fivers, foft and flow. 
Amid the verdant landfkip How. 

Tho* in the paths of death I tread. 
With gloomy horrors oveHpread, 
My iledfaft heart fhall fear no ill. 
For thou, O Lord, art with me iHlI ; 
Thy friendly crook fhall give me aid. 
And guide me through the dreadful fhade. 

Tho' in a bare and rugged way. 
Thro* devious lonely wilds I fbay. 
Thy bounty fhall my pains beguile : 
The barren wildemcfs fhall fmile> 

D 5 With 
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With fuddcn greens and herbage crown'd^ 
And ftreams fhall murmur all around* 

Gratitude. 

WH^N all thy mercies, O my God> 
My rifing foul furvcys ; 
Transported with the view, I'm loft 
In wonder> love, and praife : 

O how fhall words with equal warmth 

The gratitude declare. 
That glows within my ravifh'd heart I 

But thou canfl read it there. 

T'hy Providence my life fuftain'd. 

And all my wants redreft. 
When in the filent womb I lay. 

And hung upon the hreaft. 

To all my weak coifiplaints and cries. 

Thy mercy lent an ear. 
Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt 

To form thpmWvcs in pra/r. 

Unnumber'd comforts to my foul 

Thy tender care beftowM, 
Before my infant heart conceiv'd 

^rom whom thofe comforts flow'd. 
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When in the flipp'ry paths of youth 

With hecdlcfs fteps I ran. 
Thine arm unfeen convey 'd me fafe. 

And led me up to man. 

Thro' hidden dangers, toils, aAd deaths. 

It gently dear'd my way. 
And through the pleaiing fnares of vice. 

More to be fear'd than they. 

When worn with ficknefs, oft haft thou 

With health renew'd my face. 
And when in iins and (brrows funk, . 

Reviv'd my foul with grace. 

Thy bounteous hand with worldly blifs 

Has made my cup run o'er. 
And in a kind and faithful friend 

Has doubled all my ftore« 

Ten thoufand thouiand precious giftf 

My daily thanks employ. 
Nor is the leaft a chearfid hearty 

That taftes thofe gifts with joy « 

Thro* every period of my life 

Thy goodnefs I'll purfue j 
And after death in diftant worlds 

The glorious theme renew. 

D 6 WheiJ 
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When nature fails> and day^and night 

Divide thy works no more» 
My ever-grateful heart, O Lord^ 

Thy mercy (hall adore. 

Thro* all eternity to thee 

A joyful fong I'll raife. 
For oh ! eternity's too ftiort 

To utter all thy praife^ 

Creatiok^ 

THE fpacious firmament on high. 
With all the blue ethereal iky, - 
And fpangled heavens, a ihining frame^ 
Their great original proclaim ; 
Th* unwearied fun, from day to dayj^ 
Does his creator's pow'r difjplay* 
And publiihes to every land 
The work of an almighty hand. 

Soon as th' ev'ning (hades ^revaif^ 
The moon takes up the woncfrous tafe* 
And nightly to the lifl'ning earth 
Repeats the fbry of her birth : 
WhiHl all the ftars ^t round her bttm> 
And all the planets in their turn. 
Confirm the tidings as they rolU 
And fpread the truth from pole to pole^ 
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Whai thou, in iblemn iilence, all 
Move round the dark terreflrial balU 
What tho' nor real voice nor found 
Amid their radiant orbs be found? 
In reafon's ear they all rejoice. 
And utter forth a glorious voicCj 
For ever finging, as they fhine, 
•* The hand that made us is divine." 
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The DAY of JUDGMENT, 

By Mr. O g i l y i e, ' 
From the First Book. 

COME^ heav'nly muie, my raptur'd fixil inipire. 
Touch with one beam of thy celeftial Brc, 
A foulj that riflng with fublime delight 
Leaves worlds behind in its aerial flight ; 
Mounts o'er the fkies^ unufual heights to fbar^ 
Where Young and Angels only flew before. 
I leave unheeded ev'ry mortal care. 
The vidlor's pomp, and all the fcenes of war ; 
A nobler aim invites my fong to rife : 
No praife I fmg, but his who form'd the Ikies r 
No fcenes, but nature's burning vaults difplay'd j 
No pow'r, but that which wakes the fleeping dead« 
My theme how vaft ^ the fun's extinguifh'd rays j 
Ten thoufand ftars in one devouring blaze ; 
That doom, the guilty wretch mufl dread to hear ; 
The lafl loud trump that flops the rolling fphere ; 
The crowds that burft fi-om earth's diflTolving frame ; 
All heaven defcending, and a world cm flame. 
O Thou, whofe hands the bolted thunder form, 
Whofe wings the whirlwind, and whofe breath the ftorm i 
Tremendous God ! this wond'ring bofom raife. 
And warm each thought that would attempt thy praife. 



Y OV UG LAD rS S. 6j 

6 1 while I Hiount along th' ethmal wny. 
To ibfter regions^ and unclouded day, 
Pafs the long track* where darting lightnings glowj 
Or trembling view the boiling deeps below ; 
Lead thro' the dubious maze, dired the whole. 
Lend heav^alf aid to my transported foul. 
Teach ev'ry nobler power to guide my tongue. 
And touch the heart, while thou infpir'ft the fong. 
'Twas at the hour, when midnight ghofts afTume 
Some frightful fhape, ^nd fweep afong the gloom ; 
When the pale fpcftre burfts upon the view ; 
When fency paints the fading taper blue ; 
Wlien fmiling virtue refts, nor dreads a foe ; 
And flumber (huts the weeping eyes of woe : 
*Twas then, amid the filence of the night, 
A graceful feraph ftood before my fight. 
And blaz'd meridian day — the rocking ground 
Flam'd as he AovM, and totter'd as he frown'd. 
As fome vaft meteor, whok expanded glare 
Shoots a long fb-eam that brightens all the air. 
So flam'd his burning eyes r-^-earth heard and ihook^ 
When from his lips tjhefe dreadful accents broke : 
*' Now is that hour, when at th* Almighty's call, 
^* Surrounding flames fhall melt the yielding ball ^ 
•* Wlien worlds mull blaze amid the general fire^ 
•* And funs and ftars with all their hofb expire, 
*' The loRg-delay'd, th* important day is come, 
V (All nature gjake wxtii terror at Ac doom.) 

#♦ For 
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** For which creation xofe fupremely €air, 

** Each world w^ laonch'd^ and hung upon the 2^, 

** O'er fyftem fyilem roll d# a ihining throngs 

<' And mov'd in ixlent harmony along* 

** That hour is come> when God himfelf (hall rife» 

** Sublime in wraths and rend the burning ikies ; 

" ArreH the boundlefs planets^ as they sdUy 

*' And burft the labouring earth ^m pole to pole ; 

" Bid hell's remote dominions hear and (hake, 

<« While nature finks^ and all the dead awake." 

Warm'das hefpoke, I felt th' enlivening ray ; 

Then loos'd from earth, triumphing foar'd away : 

"We mount at once, and, lighter than the winclx 

Left, ft we flew, the diHant clouds behind. 

Then far remov'd beheld th' abodes below. 

And wait in deep fuipenfe the impending blcyw. 

Now o'er the brightning eaA Aurora fpread. 

And ting'd the blofhing cloud with morning red ^ 

The hill's proud fummit caught the waving gleam : 

The pale ray trembled on the quiv'ring ibeam ; 

Then opening gradual from the ihades of night 

The dottd-topt forefl fhone with dawning light i 

Serene the beauteous land&ape rofe to view. 

The mead's green mantle wet with fpangling dew. 

The gay-rob'd flow'rs that glowM with heightened 

bloom. 
And bow'ring dales, and groves that breath'd j^erfiune. 
So when the tempefl's fweepy blaft is o'er> 
Nor burfts the mflung windj nor prattling (how'r : 

No 
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No hovVing mift obfcures th*' emerging day. 

Wide o'er the profpeft pours the ftreamy ray ; 

A frelher cloud the dewy fields exhale. 

With richer fragrance blows the balmy gale, 

I'he echoing hills with louder notes rebound. 

And all th' illumin'd landfcape rings around, 

Charm'd and furprizM we faw the fair abode. 

The plains with beauty*s flow*ry offspring ftrovvM, 

Beheld the city's dillant fpires arife. 

Or tow'r*^ dim top that touched the bending fkies f 

Or view'd the wildj with tracklefs paths o'ercaft> 

Where roams the lion thro' the naked wafle ; 

Or pcnfivc, ey'd the folitary pile 

Where flits the night-bird thro' the glimmering ille ; 

Struck deep with woe, we mark'd the domes overthrown 

Where once the beauty bloom'd, the warrior ihonci 

We fay Palmyra's mould'ring tow'rs decay'd. 

The loofe wall tott'ring o'er the trembling (hade ! 

Or fall'n Perfepolis that defcrt lay ! 

Or Balbec's fanes that catch'd the quiv'ring ray ! 

Vain pomp of pow'r ! — now in the throne of kings 

Shrieks the 'lone owl, the raven fhakes her wings. 

Then o'er the boundlefs deeps our eyes were'roU'd, 

The waves all brightning flam'd with beamy gold. 

Here mov'd in gradus^ rows the billows heave. 

There on the rough rock foams the madning wave« • 

Or dafh the torrents down the cliff's fteep fide. 

Or thru' the cavern fweeps the rufhing tide j 

Wo 
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We mark'd the river*s long raajeftic train. 

And ftreams that murmur'd o'er the flow'ry plain> 

The lake whofe waves with lucid radiance glow. 

Not finer tints imprefs the fhow'ry bow. 

The fountain bubbling thro' the mofs-clad hill. 

And wand'ring wild the fweetly-tinkling rill. 

Then o'er the champaign's broider'd lawns we ftray. 

Where gaily warbling thriird the woodland lay, 

Survey'd with rapture all tli* inviting fcene. 

The vary'd landfcape, and the vivid green; 

A charming train of all the mufes themes. 

Gay meads, and pointed rock8> and purling ftr«ami ; 

Hillsi vales, and woods in fweet disorder {prezd. 

And blooming fields in all their pomp diiplay'd. 

Still at each look, (amid the countlefs i^e) 

We mark'd fome feature unobferv'd before j 

As in the cheek with opening rofes warm. 

Each piercing glance improves the growing chamu 

Then fighing deep, diftradled at the view, 

*' Adieu, I cry'd, ye blifsful fcenes adieu : 

*' That fun muft ceafe to gild the flow'ry plain : 

*' The moon be loft with all the ftarry train : 

*' Plung'd in one fire, each mighty frame confume> 

*' 'TisGod, th' eternal God has feal'd their doom.'* 

Lo ! at the word (each tranfient ray withdrawn) 

A low'ring cloud at once o'ercaft the dawn : 

From its dark breaft, with fwelling tempefts ftor'd ; 

Pale lightning flaih'd, and dreadful thunder roar'd. 

Earth'4 
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Earth's glowing bofom felt a fudden wound. 

And Urong convulfions rent the opening ground ; 

The rapid whirlwind with impetuous fweep 

Burfts from its vaults, and rais'd the labouring deep i 

Rocks, cities, ftreams at once its wond'rous prey. 

It fwept the woods, and bore the hills away. 

But now, with terror riiing on the fight, 

A burning comet flaih'd unufqal light. 

Quick as the wind, the wing*d deftrudion came 

O'er all the void, and drew a length of flame ; 

Shap'd thro' the parting cloads its dreadful way» 

And pour'd on earth intolerable day. 

At once the cave it9 inmoU void diiplays ; 

The waving forefts catch the fpreading blaze ; 

The earth no more its central fire contains. 

It rag'd and fwell'd reMMs o'er the plains. 

Now in a broader range the deluge raves. 

And rolls triumphant thro' the boiling waves ; 

O'er all the hills the rifing flames a^ire. 

The mountains blaze, a mighty ridge of fire ! 

Where flood the fnow-crown*d Alps, (an awfiil name !) 

Now roU'd the doubling fmoke, and fpiry flame ; 

While o'er the Andes ina whirlwind driv'n 

Burfl the blue gleam, and darknefs wrapt the heav*n« 

Ev'n Etna rocks with a reluftant groan. 

Sunk in a flame more dreadful than its own ; 

A fiery ftream the deep Volcano poors. 

And from its mouth inoefl!ant thunder roan. 

EadL 
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Each humbler vale partakes the gen*ral doom. 
The fmiling meais refign their lovely bloom ;. 
Not Afia^s fields th' impetuous flood retain^ 
It bounds with fury o^er the wide champaign^ 
Whate*er to view revolving feafons bring. 
Each opening flow'r, the painted child of^fpring. 
Bleak winter's fnow, with fummer's rofy pride. 
And autumn's ripening ilores, augment the tide : 
On its broad wave it bears the fhining ipail> 
Hills buril, rocks mejt, woods blaze, and oceans boiL 
Such, man, thy life, when death's relentlefs rage 
Crops thy gay bloom, or chills thy with'ring age j 
In vain thy wiih would flop th* invader's pow'r. 
Who fpares the leaf to revel on the flow'r. 
O ! how tranfported with a fleeting dream 
We fondly, launch, and glide along the flream ! 
Nor think of tempefts, mis'ry, pain, or death. 
The florms above us, and the wrecks beneath I 
When lo ! at once a cloudy fcene fucceeds. 
It lowers, frowns, blackens, bellows o'er our heads j 
Bounds o'er the feas, and with deflru6dve fweep. 
Flings wave on wave, and whelms us in the deepu 
Where now the nation, whofe controuling law, 
K\A*d ev'ry ftate, and held a world in awe ? 
Say where, Briunnia, thy remoter plain ? 
Thy fields cnrich'd with plenty's welcome train ? 
Thy fleets, to found their dreadful fame afar. 
And rule the deep, the thunderbolt^, of war ? 

StiU 
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Still in my thought thy happier dzys detain 'd. 

When George, when Anna, when Eliza reign 'd ; 

I fee, I hear the battle's wild alarms. 

See trembling foes, and thy triomphant arm^ ! 

I fee fublime the floating navy rife. 

The pompons ftreamers wzviag as fhe flics ! 

I fee the fhndd^iing hofts that ronnd her &11, 

The haughty Spaniard hex^ and tfacir tiie Gaul. 

I fee great BoForban Minting and difinay'd. 

And view the lanrel bHafted cm hu. head. 

O ! while my comitry''£ glory &3es my iayj^ 

How mr find heart runs larifcis inr jnaitt I 

Bur {cc, 'tis fbd i — J irjrt, iannas it fcarv. 

In Yzlz : v:^ ribsmuij^ txiidl wes. aasai' , 

Tiie p!a;r' is^crs 'axes jer ffiiimn^ ^ruf^ aoox. 

The fbeaa'i braacc vtt^ -irgr skadi' tmxti imsoiir -Attrnt^ 

Rolt'i IP. ^au&ctirs: rtc^nir s k lxsr. 

And join 'i -i' ntvoT-rn^^ dbad diac iiia rhe/oir. 

See earth's pale uus ! x rm^ny daaa^ smesc*. 

tiaw wild cnerr Looic: -vitfa sfgqniaxng star ' 

Si^-ift, as the hart, from her porfiua^ train, 

Climba the fteep rack, uid £es aion^ The plain : 

'Tis thus, tze ceniped'> dnsaitfiii lag? :a tlirni. 

They (weep tiie oeU, and tbzwraf ciiesr roir. 

Here yawrinf godphn their drra^l *;vreckft dSftMr, 

There natare Ubonn mxh Gsovoifive t iacws : 

Here the flame borfti, and UasKsfla dlr fldcf. 

There flafli the pouied SjghcmB j p on cbeir eye*. 
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Each humbler vale partakes the gen*ral doont. 
The fmiling meais refign their lovely bloom ;, 
Not Afia^s fields th' impetuous flood retain. 
It bounds with fury o^er the wide champaign^^ 
Whatever to view revolving feafons bring. 
Each opening flow'r, the painted child of^fpring. 
Bleak winter's fnow, with fummer's rofy pride. 
And autumn's ripening Hores, augment the tide t 
On its broad wave it bears the fhining fpoil. 
Hills buril, rocks mejt, woods blaze, and oceans boiL 
Such, man, thy life, when death's relentlcfs rage 
Crops thy gay bloom, or chills thy withering agc^ 
In vain thy wiih would ftop th* invader's pow'r. 
Who (pares the leaf to revel on the flow'r. 
O ! how tranfported with a fleeting dream 
We fondly. launch, and glide along the flream ! 
Nor think of tempefts, mis'ry, pain, or death. 
The ftorms above us, and the wrecks beneath I 
When lo ! at once a cloudy fcene fucceeds. 
It lowers, frowns, blackens, bellows o'er our heads $ 
Bounds o'er the feas, and with deflru6dve fweep, - 
Flings wave on wave, and whelms us in the deep* 
Where now the nation, whofe controuling law, 
K\kVd cv'ry ftate, and held a world in awe ? 
Say where, Britannia, thy remoter plain ? 
Thy fields cnrich'd with plenty's welcome train ? 
Thy fleets, to found their dreadful fame afar. 
And rule the deep, the thunderbolt^, of war ? 

StiU 
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Still in my thought thy happier days detained. 

When George, when Anna, when Eliza reign'd ; 

I fee, I hear the battle's wild alarms. 

See trembling foes, and thy triumphant arms ! 

I fee fublime the floating navy rife^ 

The pompous flreamers waving as ihe flics ! J 

I fee the fhudd'ring hoUs that round her fall. 

The haughty Spaniard here, and there the Gaul. 

I fee great Bourbon fainting and difmay'd^ 

And view the kurel blafted on his head. 

O ! while my country's glory fires my lays. 

How my fond heart runs lavifh in her praife ! 

But fee, 'tis fled ! — I urge, implore its flay. 

In vain : the charming vifion dies away ; 

The plains where once her fhouting armies flood. 

The flream's broad wave that blufli'd with hoflile blood* 

RoII'd in the mafs of fire negleded lay. 

And join 'd th* involving cloud that hid the day. 

See earth's pale fons ! a mighty throng appear ! 

How wild their looks with agonizing fear ! 

Swift, as the hart, from her purfuing train. 

Climbs the fleep rock, and flies along the plain : 

'Tis thus, the tempeft's dreadful rage to fhun. 

They fweep the field, and fhiver as they run. 

Here yawning gulphs their dreadful wrecks difdoffe. 

There nature labours with convulfive throws : 

Here the flame burfls, and blazes to the fkies. 

There flafti the pointed lightnings on their eyes. 

Amaz'dy 
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AmazM, aghaft the trembling throng retire. 
Eye the bright gleam, and mark the fpeeding fire ; 
Hung on the fteepy clifF, all wild with dread, 
Heav'n's awfid thunder rattles o*er their head ! 
The flcies above with doubling roars reboand, " 
Below ftrong earthquakes rend the tott*ring ground. 
'Tis noife around, 'tis chaos all beneath ; 
One fcene of horror, tumult, rage and death, 
JBurfls on th^ir fight ! the fatal word is paft. 
And panting nature groans, and breathes her lafl. 
So, when tempeftuous at th' Eternal's word 
The teeming fkies-a wat'ry deluge pour'd j 
The vaft abyfe its mighty deep dilplay'd. 
And the flood tofe o'er Atlas' tow'ring head ; 
Some nation fell, in each augmented wave 
Diilblv'd, and earth was one prodigious grave. 
Mark where yon mines their radiant ftores unfold, 
Peru's rich dufl, or (?hili's beds of gold ! 
Infidious bane ! that makes deftrudiion fmooth. 
Thou foe to virtue, liberty, and truth ! 
Whofe arts the fate of monarchies decide. 
Who gild'ft deceit, the darling child of pride ! 
How oft, allur'd by thy perfuaiive charms. 
Have earth's omtending powers appear'd iti arms f 
Wh^t nations brib'd haveown'd thy pow'rful reign ! 
For thee what millions plow'd the ftormy main ! 
Travel'd from pole to pole with ceafelefs toil. 
And felt their blood, alternate, freeze a^d boil. 

But 
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But now the mantling flames in concourfe join. 
And deep defcending feize the burning mine ; 
Its richeft treafures aid the mounting blaze, 
'Twas all cohfuiion, tumult, and amaze. 
When lo ! a cloud juft opening on the view 
Illum'd with dazzling light th* ethereal blue ! 
On its broad breaft a mighty angel came. 
His eyes were lightning, and his robes of flame : 
O'er all his form the circling glories run. 
And his face lighten'd as the blazing fun ; 
His limbs with heav'n's aerial vefture glow. 
And o'er his head was hung the fweepy bow. 
As ihines the brightning fteePs refulgent gleam. 
When the fmooth blade reflet the fpangling beam. 
Its light with quickened glance the eye furveys. 
Green, gold, and vermeil, trembling as it plays ; 
So flam'd his wings along th' ethereal road. 
And earth's long fhores reibunded as he trod. 
Sublime he towr'd ! keen terror arm'd his eyes, 
Andgralp'd the redning bolt that rends the ikies ; 
One foot flood firmly on th' extended plain 
Secure, and one repell'd the bounding main ; 
He fhook his arm ; — the lightning burHaway, 
Thro' heav'n's dark cpncave gleam'd the paly ray, 
Roar'd the loud bolt tremendous thro' the gloom. 
And peals on peals prepare th' impending doom. 
Then to his lips a mighty trump apply'd, 
(The flames wereceats'dj the mutt'ring thunders dy'd) 

WhUo 
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While all th' involving firmaments rebound . 

He fais'd his voice« and labour'd in the foan4 : 

Thefe dreadful words he ipoke— > 

•' Be dark, thou fun, in one eternal night ! 

** And ceafe, thou moon, to rule with paler light ! 

«' Ye planets, drop froih thefe diffolving ikies ! 

*' Rend, all ye tombs ; and, all ye dead, ariie ! 

*' Ye winds, be ftill ; ye tcmpefts, rave no more ! 

•* And roll, thou deep, thy millions to the fhore ! 

*' Earth, be diffolv'd, with all thefe worlds on high ! 

" And time, be loft in vaft eternity ! 

*' Now, by Creation's dread tremendous fire, 

«' Who fweeps thefe ftars as atoms, in his ire ; 

•' By hcav'n's omnipotent, unconquer'd king ; 

*« By him who rides the rapid whirlwind's wing ; 

*' Who reigns fupreme in his auguft abode, 

*' Forms, or confounds with one commanding nod ; 

*' Who wraps in blackning clouds his awful brow, 

•' Whofe glance like lightning looks all nature thro* • 

*• By him I fwcar !** (he paus'd, and bow'd his head. 

Then rais'd aloft his flaming hand, and faid) 

*' Attend ye faints, who in feraphic lays 

•' Exalt his name, but trembly while you praife : 

•'Ye hofts, that bow to your almighty Lord, 

•* Hear, all his works, th' irrevocable word ! 

•' Thy reign, O man, and earth, thy days are o'er ! 

'* I (wear by him, that time fhall be no more.'* 

fie {pake : (all nature groan'd a loud reply ;) 

Then fiiook the fun, and tore him from the fky. 

O! 
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! would fome angel's awful voice controul 
Each drooping thought, and fwell my rifing foul ; 
Would fome defcending feraph tune the lyre, 
And warm my breaft with more than mortal fire ; 
The fcene I draw fublimer fhains would claim, 
Ev'n thofe might labour on £> vaft a theme ! 

But why for aid invok*d the immortal throng ? 
Why caird angelic fire to tune my tongue? 

1 fee each look diilradled, terrify'd. 

The harp untouch'd hangs idly by their fide. 

I {ee, I fee omnipotence in arms. 

Each bofom trembling at the ihrill alarms ! 

I fee the fun fall thro' th* ethereal plains ; 

The moon's pale difk a bloody tin^lure (lains : 

The dreadful call esLch mightier orbit hears. 

And worlds unhing'd come tumbling from their fphercs. 

What pomp, what terror, tumult, and amaze ! 

What crowds to view ! what wrecks tt> fwell the blaze ! 

What loud volcanoes roar ! (ev'n fiends recoil) 

What rocks to melt ! what oceans yet to boil ! 

Shouldil thou behold, in dreadful league combin'd> 

At once great iEtna and Vefuvius join'd. 

Two mighty rivals for their center rock. 

Surround the deep, and hide the clouds in finoke ; 

Their burning bowels rent, and (dire to name !) 

Ev'n funs extinguifh'd in the Spreading flame ! 

5ay, what is all, let fire, wind, waves prevail, 

Compar'd to this ?— a feather, and a gale ! 

E Rous'd 
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Rous'd from their deep unnumber'd myriads come. 

All wak'd at once, and burfl the yielding tomb : 

O'er the broad deep the loofen'd members fwim ; 

Each {weeping whirlwind bore the flying limb ; 

The living atoms, with peculiar care. 

Drawn from their cells, came ipeeding thro' th^ air: 

Whether they lurkM, thro' ages undecay'd. 

Deep in the rock, or cloth'd fome fmiling mead ; 

Or in the lily's foowy bofom grew ; 

Or ting'd the faphire with its lovely blue ; 

Or in fome purling ftream refrefti'd the plains ; 

Or form'd the mountain's adamantine veins ; 

Or, gaily fporting in the breathing fpring, 

Perfum'd the whifp'ring zephyr's balmy wing : 

All heard ; and now, in fairer profpedt fhown. 

Limb clung to limb, and bone rejoin 'd its bone : 

Here flood, improv'd in ftrength, the graceful fi-ame. 

There flow'd the circling blood, a purer ftream : 

The beaming eye its dazzling light refumes ; 

Soft on the lip the tinftur'd ruby blooms ; 

Tlie beating pulfe a keener ardor warms. 

And beauty triumphs in immortal charms. 

So when by Raphael's happy pencil wrought 

Some graceful figure rofe, inform'd with thought. 

Each part by turns the working hand pourtray'd. 

Here call the light, and there difFus'd the fhade ; 

A richer bloom each flying touch beftow'd ; 

Now on the cheek a brighter vermeil glow'd : 

Art 
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Art in the piece with nature (cem'd to ftriv'e. 
And «v*ry Wuftiing feature look'd alive. 
What fccnes appear, where'er I turn my eyes ! 
How wide the throng ! what forms innum'roos rife ! 
Methinks I ftill behold the teeming earth 
Pour all at once her millions at a birth ! 
They ftart with terror thro* the opening ground, 
FJames all beneath, and thunders all around. 
Are thefe the forms, that languiihingly faip^ 
Repin'dand ficken'd at each breeze of air? 
The tender frames, like fading rofes pale, 
Whofc leaves are flirivel'd by the ruffling gale ? 
To death's dellruAive dart an cafy prey. 
That funk, and feebly figh'd the foul away ? 
This clouded fcene attempt not to explore ; 
Where reafon finks, *twere madncfs then to foar : 
Heav'n that to each the juft proportion brought. 
Here bounds the flight of vain bewilder'd thought^ 
When fency plays within its proper fphere, 
It fmiles, and fhows th' unfully'd ohjeSt clear ; 
Whene'er from that the erring guide removes, 
'Tis xiark ; all elfe but puzzles, not improves. 
Look round, my foul, o'er tv'ry fcene below. 
What millions rife, diftinguifh'd by their woe I 
See widows, orphans, mothers, infants flain, 
A feeble, harmlefs, weeping, feinting train ! 
What crowds, extinft by an untimely doom. 
Are torn from life in youth's deluding bloom ! 

E 2 A throng 
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A throng of mourners fighing by their iide. 
The hoary fire perhaps, and virgin bride ; 
The friend whofc eyes with gufhing ftreams o'erflow» 
The mother pierc'd with agonizing woe. 
See ! where the fhade, to flrike his gaiping prey. 
Draws the keen dart, that never mifs*d its way ; 
Thron'd on the ruin of terreilrial things. 
He fits, and tramples on the duft of kings. 
See, his black chariot floats in Ibeams of gore. 
Pale rage behind, and terror llrides before. 
Not beauty withering in the bloom of years. 
Not dove-ey'd innocence diflblv'd in tears. 
Not kneeling love that trembles as it prays. 
Not heart-^ruck anguifh fix'd in fhipid gaze ! 
Not all the frantic groans of wild defpair; 
* Not helplefs age, that tears its filvcr hair ; 
Can flay one moment the fever© command. 
Or wreft th' avenging dart from that relentlefs hand. 
Here paufe : — the crowds extended on the bier 
Claim from the filial heart a parting tear ; 
Spend on the tomb where drooping grandeur lies. 
One mournful burfl of fympathifing fighs. 
O death ! terrific ere thy dairt is tryM ! 
Whofe hand overturns the tow'ring domes of pride ; 
What wide deflrudlion marks thy fatal reign ! 
What numbers bleed thro' all thy vafl domain ! 
Whether thy arm, its dreadful flrength to fhow. 
Like Sampfon's, fweeps its thoufands at a blow ; 

Or 
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Or gives the cnritior.'s parting ball to fly ; 
Or wings the li^^htrii\ ; glancing thro' the fky ; 
Or burfts the openiii^ ;o:.nd (whofe fields dcftroy'd) 
The city tumbling thro' .he dreadful v©id ! 
If, in the fever, famine, p.:ip-ue, thou blajft 
Th' unpeopl'd earth, and !ri> the nations wafte ; 
Tho' all her fons, the viftimb of thy pow'r. 
Her fons, that fall by millions in an hour ; 
Yet know, fhorld all thy terrors ftand difplay'd, 
*Tis but the meaner foul that fhrinks with dread : 
That fblemn fcene the fuppliant captive mourns ; 
That fcenej intrepid virtue views, and fcorns. 
Thine, virtue I thine is each perfuaiive charm, 
TJiinc ev'ry foul with heav'nly raptures warm ; 
Thine all the blifs that innocence beilowt. 
And thine the heart that feels another's woes. 
WJiat the' thy train, negledled, or unknown. 
Have ibught the fUent vale, and figh'd alone ? - 
Tho* torrents fbeam'd from every melting eye ? 
Tho' from each bofom burft th' unpity'd figh ? 
Tho' oft, with life's dillradUng cares oppreft. 
They long'd to fleep in everlafting reft ? 

O envy'd mifery ! ^what foft delight 

fireath'd on the mind, and fmooth'd the gloom of night : 
When nobler profpe£b, an eternal train, 
Made rapture glow in ev'ry beating vein ; 
When heav'n's bright domes the fmiling eye furvey'd. 
And joys that bloom'd more fweetly from the fhade, 
E 3 Now 
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Now all appear'd afcending from the tomb. 

Who breath'd the air, or flumber'd in the womb : 

The crowds that live in all th' unboanded ikies. 

Now rais'd the trembling head with wild furprizc i 

Stars with their numerous fons augment the throng. 

Each world's majeiUc offspring towr'd along : 

Thick, as the burning fun's meridian rays. 

The hov'ring infe^b balking in the blaae 4 

The fwarms that flutter, when the day'& iVithdrawn^ 

The throng that rifes with die rifing dawn ; 

The world fupported by Jehovah's care. 

And all the race that p^ies^ all tbe air, 

Rang'd on a field by labouring angels reap^^ 

In dreadfiil length th* innuiA'rous thxong app<te^d j 

Earth*8 noMeft fons, the mighty wretched things, 

CallM heroes, confals, Caefars, judges, kings,- 

Now fwell'd the crowd, promifcuotts and ttnkniHK^, 

The nleaneft ilave from him who fill'd ^ thmne : 

Each tyrant now woald blefs the yawning tomb. 

And pride ftands Ihudd'ring at th* approaching dooA. 

Think you behold ten thoufand armies ftand> 

All form'd, and rais'd by fome divine command ; 

Saw where the giants burft their dark abode. 

While the tomb laboured with th' unufual load. 

Let Thefeus, Samfon, tow'r upon the plain. 

With Hern Achilles, from a field of flain : 

Let Rome's and Greece' triumphant fons appear, 

^ Csefar tliere, an Alexander here : 

Hep 
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Her fplendid multitudes let Periia join. 
Thy fwarms Thermopylae, and, Ifllw, thine: 
See Cannas tainted with a purple flood. 
And great Pharfalia'? fields that ftream with blood : 
^xtend the view: — See god-like Trajan'a pow'r:" 
Th* intrepid chief proceeds from fhore to ihore. 
Flies on the foe, and paints the reeking field with gore ! 
Lo ! next a throng of wild Barbarians come. 
The crovyds that tciAmph'd o'ei? imperial Rome : 
. See, like a doad that gathers on the day, 
Th' embattled fquadrons (hape their dreadful way ; 
Prodigious hofts I who (all their foes overthrown) 
Once rnt*d {rxpremc, and made a woiid their own 4 
Next Allans millions fill th' extended fpace. 
Known from th« reft, a ibfr, unmanly race ; 
While there, (each bofbm rough with many a fear) 
Stand Afric's troops, the ftormy &ms of war. 
Columbas' world, a wide innum'rous throng, - 
Swells oa the draining fight, and pours along^ 
Bleft race ! ere difcord fhatch'd the gleaming ihield, 
Ere war tremendous thunderM o'er the field. 
Ere freedom ranging o*er Peruvian- plains, 
Mark'd their dire wafte, and heard the clanking chains : 
At once dim forrow veil'd her fhining eyes. 
She Ipread her dazzling plumes, and ey'd the Ikies ; 
Guilt, rage, and death, terrific (hapes ! appear. 
The diibmt tumult murmur'd on her ear : 

E 4 She 
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She figh*d ;— and moanting on the glancing ray. 
Shot o'er the fcene, and fought the dime» of day. 
Now rouz'd to life th' afTembled myriads trod^ 
No tyrant o'er them (hakes th' avenging rod^ 
'Tis confcience fpeaks — th^ impartial mandate giv'n 
Configns to death, or opes the climes of heav'n ; 
Her looks divine the fever'd thought controuU 
Her voice like mufic thrills th' enraptur'd fixiK 
But {ee, where riiing, a reiplendent throng. 
Thy ions, £uropa> claim a nobler ibng I 
ho ! Britain's heroes burft upon the iight» 
Each chief who dar'd th' exulting foe to fight ! 
View^the wide fields, where fainting armies bled ! 
See Blenheims, Creffi's, Agincourts diiplay'd ! 
War, blood, deflrudiion, triumphs, conqaefb rife. 
And kings, and patriots blefs th' cnraptur'd eyes I 
Let Gallia ne^ her numerous hofts unfold. 
The crowds (he rais'd by force, or won by gold ^ 
Think you beheld th' united armies fprcarfj 
And all the crowds Turcnne, or Conde le4 ; 
By Charles' unguided rage the throng that dy'd ; 
The millions murder'd for her Bourbon's pride. 
Join all at once, or (if thy thoughts can foar 
So vafl a height) yet add ten thoufand niore ! 
Say when thy foul its laft idea brought, 
Stretch'd o'er the verge of ftrong expanded thought ; 
When all th' unbounded genius foar'd on high. 
Did e'er fuch numbers ftrike the wond'ring eye ? 

So 



YOUNG LADIES. 8i 

So va&, they mock the foal's confounded fight : 
£v'n thought falls back in its unequal flight ; 
Not tempting hope the migkty depth can found. 
Nor fancy's widening ken can mark the bound. 
Yet, mid' the crowd that pour'd o'er all the field, 
A crowd which fcarce the labouring eye beheld I 
Ye monarchs, hear ! — ^this pomp of nations join'd, 
I'hefe ages, empires, kingdoms, flates combia'd, 
Thefe boafled thoufands, millions^ myriads^ — all. 
Shrunk to a point u«imeafurably finall ! 
Scarce when a group of buzzing flies difplay 
Their forms, that glitter with the glancing ray ; 
Scarce, Icfs obferv'd, mid' all the numbers there. 
One flitting wing that feebly fans the air ! 
Eternal God, whofe word fupremely wife 
Can crufh, or people all th' expanded Ikies ! 
Who bid'ft creation wait on thy command, 
Throw'il worlds like atoms from thy forming hand ! 
O ! for fome nobler, more exalted leys. 
Some heav'nly flrains, to fpeak thy boundlefs praife f 
All fancy droops on tliis traniporting fcene ! 
All rapture dull I all elegance is mean ! 
All thought too faint ! all colours ceafe to glow ! 
All fire too languid ! all fublime too low ! 
O thou, whofe name all nature joins to ralfe ! 
What feraph's voice can tell thy wondrous ways ! 
Who Ihovv'd (how god-like was th' amazing plan !) 
Thy pow'r on angels, but thy love to man ! 

E 5 Thy 
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Cniih'ddll their hoftsy O ifian I andraofomM thee* 

But iby, my xnuie, be iileht and admire i 

This lofty theme exceeds atigelic lire ! 

Mark what tew fc^ne thy rapid glance deier3rs ! 

What fndd^n radismce flaflies o'er the ihies ! 

From heav'n^s vaft heights th' iBHtortal throng delcendi 

The worlds below in mute fufpenfe attend : 

Thn>' idl its tradis thy mighty theme porfiic. 

And paint the fcenes that burU i*xm thy view. 

Kow> touched with grief, the peniiye guide ibrvey^dy 

Whate'cr of grand ^s awful pomp difplay'^d j 

Then rais'd in filent woe his mournful eyes. 

And paused,— till thus with intermingling fighs : 

•* Say where, vain mortal ! now the pomp of ftate f 

•* The pride of kings, the triumphs of the great ? 

•• Where now the imbattled hoft, the whirling car ? 

' * Wheit the proud fpoils of deflating war ? 

•• Hope's flatt'ring wifti, ambition's tow'ririg aimi 

" The boaft of grandeur, and the wreaths of fame ? 

*' Where the gay plan by fency's hand refin'd, 

•* That fmil'd iUufive on th' enchanted mind ? 

" Ah ! view'd no more, thefe beauteous traits decay, 

*« Like fhrs that fade before the riiing day ! 

«« Lefs fwifl the gale that flums the ruffling fbieam, 

«* Nor flies more quick the vifionary dream. 

•' Hail, heav'nly piety, fupremely fair ! 

** Whofe fmiles can calm the horrors of defpair ; 

" Bid 
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*' Bid in each breaft unufual tranfports flow, 

** And wripc the tears that ftain the cheek of woe : 

*' How bleft the man who leaves each meaner fccne, 

'* Like thee, exalted, fmiling, and ferene ! 

** Whofe riiing foul purfues a nobler flight ; 

'* Whofe boibm melts with more refin'd delight ; 

** Whofe thoughts, elate with tranlports all fublime, 

" Can fbar at once beyond the views of time : 

** Till loos'd from earth, as angels unconfin'd, 

*' He flies aerial on the darting wind ; 

^* Free as the keen ey'd eagle, bears away, 

«' And mounts the regions of eternal day." 
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PART II. 

MORAL. 
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EDWIN AND ANGELINA. 
By Dr. Goldsmith. 

TURN, gentle hermit of the dale 
" And guide my lonely way, 
•' To where yon taper cheers the vale, 
" With hoipi table ray. 

•* For here forlorn and lofl I tread, 

*' With feinting ftep and flow ; 
** Where wilds ipuneafurably fpread, 

•* Seem lengthening as I go.'* 

5' Forbear^ 
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" Forbear, my fon," the hermit aies, 
** To tempt the dangerous gloom ; 

«' For yonder phantom only flies 
«* To lure thee to thy doom, 

'•* Here to the houfelefs child of want, jj^^ 

•' My door is open flill : 
•' And tho* my portion is but fcant> 

'* I give it with ]good will. 

*' Then turn to-night, and freely (hare 

*' Whate'er my cell bellows ; 
** My ruihy couch and fiugal fare, 

'* My blefling and repofe. 

" No flocks that range the valley free, , 

*' To daughter I condenm ; 
•* Taught by that power that pities me, 

'' I learn to pity them. 

«' But from the mountain's grafiy fide, 

*' A guiltlefs feaft I bring ; 
** A fcrip with herbs and fruits fupply'd, 

" And water from the ipring. 

•♦ Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego f 
*• For earth-born cares are wrong ; 

*' Man wants but little here belowi^ 
*« Nor wants that little long.'* 



Sol 
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Soft as the dew frdm heav'n defcencb. 

His gentle accents Mi, 
The grateful fbanger lowly bends. 

And follows to the cell. 

Far fhelter'd in a glade ohCcme 

The modeil manfion Ixy, 
A refuge to the neighbouring poor. 

And flrangers led ailray. 

Nc^ilores beneath its honible thatch, 

Requir'd a mailer's care> 
The door juft opening with a latdi, 

Receiv'd the harmleTs pair. 

And now when worldly crowds retire 

To revels or to reft. 
The hermit trimm'd his little fire. 

And chear'd his penfive gueft ; 

And {pread his vegetable ^rt. 

And gaily> preH and fhiil'd : 
And fkill'd in legendary lore. 

The lingering hours beguil'd. 

Around in fympathetic mirth 

Its tricks the kitten tries. 
The cricket chirrups in the hearth f 

The d-ackling faggot flics* 
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But nothing could a chann impart 

To foothe the ftranger's woe ; 
For grief was heavy at his heart. 

And tears began to ilow z 

His rifing cares the hermit fyy*d. 

With anfwering care oppreil : 
•* And whence, unhappy youth," he cry*d, 

" The forrows of thy breaft ? 

'* From better habitations fpum'd, * 

" Relu6lant doll thou rove, 
** Or grieve for friendfhip unreturn'd, 

" Or unregarded love ? 

•* Alas ! the joys that fortune brings, 

** Are trifling, and decay : 
** And thofe who prize the paltry things, 

'^ More trifling ftill than they, 

** And what is friendftiip but a name, 

*' A charm that lulls to fleep ; 
*' A (hade that follows wealth or fame, 

*^ But leaves the wretch to weep ? 

** And love is ftill an emptier found, 

'* The haughty fair one's jeft : 
** On earth unfeen, or only found 

*« To warm the turtle's neft. 

"I 
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" For fhame, fond youth, thy forrows hufh, 

" And fpurn the fcx," he faid : 
But while he ipoke, a riiing blufh 

The bafhful guefl betray'd. 

He {ees unnumbered beauties rife. 

Expanding to the view; 
Like clouds that deck the morning ikies^ 

As bright^ as traniient too. 

Her looks, her lips, her panting breaft^ 

Alternate fprdkd alarms ; 
The lovely ibanger ftands confeil 

A maid in all her charms. 

And> ** Ah ! forgive a ftranger rude, 

** A wretch forlorn," fhe cry'd ; 
*' Whofe feet unhallowed thus intrude 

" Where hcav'n and you refide. 

*' But let a maid thy pity Ihare, 

•' Whom love has taught to llray : 
** Who feeks for reft, but finds defpair 

♦* Companion of her way, 

*' My father liv'd befide the Tync, 

" A wealthy lord was" he ; ' 

** And all his wealth was mark'd as mine ; 

'* He had but only me. 

" To 
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** To win me from his tender arms 

** Unnumber'd fuitors came> 
t* Who prais'd me for imputed charms^ 

•* And felt, or feign'd a flame. 

^' Each mom the gay fantailic crowd 
** With richeft proffers ftrove ; 

•' Among the reft young Edwin bow'd, 
♦* But never talk'd of love. 

" In httmble> £mpleft habit clad, 
** No wealth nor power had he ; 

*^ A conflant heart was all he had, 
" £ut that was all to me, 

•• The Uoflbm opening to the day, 
** The Hews of heav'n refin'd, 

'' Could nought of purity diiplay, 
'' To emulate his mind* 

" The dew, the bloflbm on the tree, 
'* With charms inconftant fhine; 

** Their charms were his, but woe to mt, 
** Their confliancy was mine. 

" For ftill I try'd each fickle art, 

*' Importunate and vain ; 
** And while his paflion touch'd my heart, 

*' I triumph'd in his pain. 



Ti 
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^* ^Till, quite dqcdked with my fcorn, 

" He left me to my pride ; 
•* And fought a fblitude forlorn, 

•* In fecret> where he dy'd. 

•* But mine the forrow, mine the fault, 

'* And well my life fhall pay ; 
*' ril feek the folitudc he fought, 

*' And firetch me where he lay* 

** And, there forlorn defpairing hid, 

** 1*11 lay me down and die : 
** ^Twas {o for me that Edwin did, 

** And fb for him will I« 

•' Thou (halt not thus," the henjiit cry*d. 

And clafp'd her to his breaft : 
The wond'ring fair-one tum*d to chide | 

'Twas Edwin'is felf that prefix 

** Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 

•* My charmer, turn to fee, 
•« Thy own, thy long-loft Edwin here, 

" Reftor'd to love and thee. 

** Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 

** And ev'ry care refign : 
'* And ihall we never, never part, 

<* O thou— my all that's mine." 

•* No, 
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*• No, never, from this hour to part, 
** We'll live and love Co true ; 

** The figh that rends thy conftant heart, 
" Shall break thy Edwin's too." 



FABLES 
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FABLES. By Mr. Moowle. 

The Nightingale and Glow-woeu. 

TH £ pnident nymph, whofe cheeks difdofe 
The liUy, and the blofhing rofe. 
From public view her charms will fcreen. 
And rarely in the crowd be feen ; 
This fimple truth (hall keep her wife, 
" The faireft fruits attrad the flies." 

One night a glow-worm, proud and vain. 
Contemplating her glitt'ring train, 
Cry'd, fure there never wasln nature 
So elegant, fo fine a creature. 
All other infefts, that I fee. 
The frugal ant, induilrious bee. 
Or filkrworm, with contempt I view ; 
With all that low, mechanic crew. 
Who fervilely their lives employ 
In bufinefs, enemy to joy. 
Mean, vulgar herd ! ye are my fcom. 
For grandeur only I was born. 
Or fure am fprung from race diviae. 
And plac'd on earth, to live and fhine. 
Thofe lights, that (parkle fo on high. 
Arc but the glow-worms of the flcy. 

And 
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And kihgs on earth their gems admire, 
Becaufe they imitate my fire. 

She fpoke. Attentive on a fjpray, 
A Nightingale forbore his lay ; 
He iaw the ihining morfel near. 
And flew^ direfled by the glare ; 
A while he gaz'd with ibher look. 
And thus the trembling prey bcipeke : 

Deluded ^bol, with pride -elate* 
Know, 'tis thy beauty brings thy fate : 
Lefs dazzling, long thou might'ft have lam 
Unheeded on the velvet plain : 
Pride, foon or late, degraded mourns^ 
And beauty wrecks whom ihe adorns. 

Hymen and Death. 

SIXTEEN, dy'e fay? n^y then 'tis time. 
Another year deftroys your prime. 
But flay— the fettlement ! " That's made.'* 
Why then's my iimple girl afraid ? 
Yet Jiold a moment, if you can. 
And heedfully the fable fcan. 

The ihades were fled, the morning blufh'd^ 
The winds were in their caverns hufh'd 
When Hymen, penfive and fedate. 
Held o'er the fields his mufing gait. 
Behind him, through the green-wood ihade» 
Death's meagre form the god furvey'd ; 
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Who quickly, with gigantic ftride, 
OuNwent his pace and join'd his iide. 
The chat on various fubjccls ran. 
Till angry Hymen thus began. 

Relentlefs death, whofe iron fivay 
Mortal reludant muft .obey ; 
Still of thy pow'r fhall I complain. 
And thy too partial hand arraign ? 
When Cupid brings a pair of hearts. 
All over ftuck with equal darts. 
Thy cruel Ihafts my hopes deride. 
And cut the knot that Hymen ty*d. 

Shall not the bloody and the bold. 
The mifer, hoarding up his gold. 
The harlot, reeking from the ftew. 
Alone thy fell revenge purfue ? 
But muft the gentle^ and the kind. 
Thy fury, undifHnguifli'd, find ? 

The monarch calmly thus reply'd ; 
Weigh well the caufe, and theii decide. 
That friend of yours you lately nam'd, 
Cupid, alone is to be blam'd ; 
Then let the charge be juftly laid ; 
That idle boy negledls his trade. 
And hardly once in twenty years, 
A couple to your temple bears. 
The wretches, whom your office blends, 
Silenus now, or Plutus fends ; 

Hchce 
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Hence care, and bitternefs, and ftrUe, 
Are common to the nuptial life. 

Believe me ; more than all mankind^ 

« 

Your vot'ries my compaffion find; 
Yet cruel am I call'd, and bafe. 
Who feek the wretched to rcleafe ; 
The captive from his bonds to free, 
IndifToluble but for me. 

*Tis I entice him to the yoke ; 
By me, your crowded altars fmpkc ; 
For mortals boldly dare the noofe. 
Secure that death will fet them loofe. 

The Wolf, the Sheep, and the Lamb. 

DUTY demands, the parent's voice 
Should fandiify the daughter's choice ; 
In that is due obedience Jhewn ; 
To chufe belongs to her alone. 

May horror feize his midnight hour. 
Who builds upon a parent's pow'r. 
And claims, by purchafe vile and bafe. 
The loathing maid for his embrace ; 
Hence virtue fickens ; and the breaft. 
Where peace had built her downy nell. 
Becomes the troubled feat of care. 
And pines with anguifti, and defpair. 

A wolf, rapacious, rough and bold, 
Whofe nightly plunders thin'd the fold. 

Contemplating 
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Contemplating his ill-fpent life. 

And cloy'd with thefts, woold take a wife. 

His purpofe known, the favage race. 

In num'rous crowds, attend the place; 

Per why, a mighty wolf he was. 

And held dominion in kis jaws. 

Her fav'rite whelp each mother brought. 

And humbly his alliance fought ; 

JBut cold by age, or elfe too nice. 

None found acceptance in his eyes. 

It happen'd, as at early dawn 
fie folitary crofs'd the lawn. 
Strayed from the fold, a {pordve lamb * 
5kip'd wanton by her fleecy dam ; 
When Cupid, foe to man and beafl, 
Difcharg'd an arrow at his breaft. 

The timVous breed the robber knew. 
And trembling o'er the meadow flew ; 
Their nimbleft fpeed the wolf o'ertook. 
And courteous, thus the dam befpoke. 

Stay, faireft, and fufpend your fear, 
Truft me, no enemy is near ; 
Thefe jaws, in flaughter oft imbru'd. 
At length have known enough of blood ; 
And kinder bufinefs brings me now, 
VanquifhM, at beauty's feet to bow. 

You have a daughter Sweet, forgive 

A wolf^s addre fs . i n her I live ; 

F Love, 
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Love from her eyes like lightening came. 
And fet my marrow all on flame ; 
Let your confent confirm my choice. 
And ratify our nuptial joys. 

Me ample wealth, and pow*r attend. 
Wide o'er the plains my realms extend j 
What midnight robber dare invade 
The fold, if I the guard am made ? 
At home the (hepherd's curr may ilecp. 
While I fecure his mailer's fheep. 

Difcourfe like this, attention claim'd ; 
Grandeur the mother's brcaft inflam'd ; 
Now fearlefs by his fide (he walk'd. 
Of fettlements and jointures talk'd ; 
Propos'd, and doubled her demands 
Of flow'ry fields, and turnip-lands. 
The wolf agrees. Her bofom fwells ; 
To Mifs her happy fate ihe tells ; 
And of the grand alliance vain. 
Contemns her kindred of the plain. 

The loathing lamb with horror hears. 
And wearies out her dam with pray'rs j 
But all in vain ; mamma beft knew 
What unexperienc'd girls fhould do ; 
So, to the neighb'ring meadow carry'd, 
A formal afs the couple marry'd. 

Torn from the tyrant-mother's fide. 
The trembler goes, a viftim-bride. 
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Reluftant, meets the rude embrace. 

And bleats among the howling race* 

With horror oft her eyes behold 

Her morder'd kindred of the fold ; 

.Each day a fifter-lamb is ferv'd. 

And at the glutton's table carv'd ; 

The crafhing bones he grinds for food. 

And flakes his thirft with beaming blood, 

Love> who the cruel mind detefls. 

And lodges but in gentle breaib. 

Was now no more. Enjoyment paft. 

The favage hunger'd for the feaft; 

But (as we find in human race^ 

A mafk conceals the villaiB't face) 

Juftice muft authorize the treat ; 

'Till then he long'd, but durft not eat. 

As forth he walk'd, in queft of prey. 

The hunters met him on the way ; 

Fear wings his flight ; the marfh he fought; 

The fnuffing dogs are fet at fault. 

His flomach baulk'd, now hunger gnaws. 

Howling, he grinds his empty jaws ; 

Food mufl be had, and lamb is nigh ; 

His maw invokes the fraudful lie. 

Is this (difTembling rage, he cry'd) 

The gentle virtue of a bride ? 

That, leagu'd with man's deflroying race, 

She fets her hulband for the chace ? 

F z By 
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By treach'ry prompts the noify hound 
To fcent his footfleps on the ground ? 
Thou trait'refs vile ! for this thy blood 
Shall glut my rage, and dye the wood ! 
So faying, on the lamb he flies. 
Beneath his jaws the vidim dies* 



Th£ 
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The Story of LAVINIA. 
By Mr. Thomson. 

SO O N as the morning trembles o*er the iky. 
And, unperceiv'd, unfolds the fpreading day ; 
Before the ripened field the reapers Hand, 
In fair array ; each by the lafs he loves. 
To bear the rougher part, and mitigate 
By namelefs gentle offices her toil. 
At once they ftoop, and fwell the lufty fheaves ; 
While thro' their chearful band the rural talk. 
The rural fcandal, and the rural jeft. 
Fly harmlefs, to deceive the tedious time. 
And fteal unfelt the fultry hours away. 
Behind the mafter walks, builds up the Ihocks ; 
And confcious, glancing oft on every fide 
His fated eye, feels his heart heave with joy. 
The gleaners fpread around, and here and there. 
Spike after fpike, their fcanty harvefl: pick. 
Be not too narrow, hu(bandmen ! but fling 
From the full Iheaf, with charitable ftealth. 
The liberal handful. Think, oh grateful think ! 
How good the God of Harveft is to you ; 
Who pours abundance o*er your flowing fields ; 
While thefe unhappy partners of your kind 
Wide-hover round you, like the fowls of heaven, 

F 3 kxA 
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And aik their humble dole. The various turns 
Of fortune ponder ; that your fons may want 
What now, with hard reluftance, faint, ye givcw 

The lovely young Lavinia once had friends ; 
And fortune fmil'd deceitful on her birth. 
For, in her helplefs years deprived of all. 
Of every flay, fave innocence and Heaven, 
She, with her widow'd mother, feeble, old. 
And poor, liv*d in a cottage, far retir*d 
Among the windings of a woody vale ; 
By folitude and deep furrounding ihades. 
But more by bafhful modefty, conceal'd* 
Together thus they fhunn'dthe cruel fcorn 
Which virtue, funk to poverty, would meet 
Prom giddy paflion and low-minded pride i 
Almoft on nature's common bounty fed j 
Like the gay Jbirds that fung them to repofe* 
Content* and carelefs of to-morrow's fare. 
Her form was frefher than the morning rofe. 
When the dew wets its leaves ; unflain'd, and pore. 
As is the lily, or the mountain fnow. 
The modeft virtues mingled in her eyes. 
Still on the ground dejedled, darting all 
Their humid beams into the blooming flowers : 
Or when the mournful tale her mother told. 
Of what her faithlefs fortune promised once, 
Thrill'd in her thought, they, like the dewy ftar 
Of evening, ihone in tears. A native grace 

Sat 
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Sat falr-proportion'd on her poliih'd limbs, 
VeiPd in a fimple robe, their beft attire. 
Beyond the pomp of di*efs ; for lovelinefs 
Needs not the foreign aid of ornament. 
But is when unadorn'd adorn'd the moll. 
Thoughtlefs of beauty, Ihe was beauty's felf» 
Reclufe amid the clofe-embowering woods. 
As in the hollow breafl of Appenine> 
Beneath the fhelter of encircling hills, 
A myrtle rifes, far from human eye. 
And breathft« its balmy fragrance o'er the wild j 
So flourilhM blooming,- and unfecn by all* 
The fweet Lavinia > till, at length, compell'd 
By flrong neceffity's fupreme command. 
With fmiling patience in her looks, fhe went 
To glean Palemon's fields. The pride of fwaiiw 
Palemon was, the generous, and the rich ; 
Who led the rural life in all its joy 
And elegance, fuch as Arcadian fbng 
Tranfmits from ancient uncorrupted times ; 
When tyrant cuftom had not ihackled man. 
But free to follow nature was the mode. 
He then, his fancy with autumnal fcenes 
Amufing, chanc'd befide his reaper train 
To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his eye ; 
Unconfcious of her power, and turning quick 
With unafFeded blulhes from his gaz^ - 
^e faw her charming, but he fkw not half 

F 4 The 
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The charms her down-caft modeHy conceal'd^ 
That very moment love and ehafte defire 
Sprung in his bofom, tohimfelf unknown. 
For ftill the world prevail'd, and its dread laugh. 
Which fcarce the firm philofopher can fcorn. 
Should his heart own a gleaner in the field r 
And thus in fecret to his foul he figh'd. 

*' What pity 1 that fo delicate a form, 
** By beauty kindled, where enlivening fenfe 
'* And more than vulgar goodncfs feem to dwell, 
** Should be devoted to the rude embrace 
*' Of fome indecent clown ! She looks, xnethinks, 
*' Of old Acafto*s line ; and to my mind 
" Recalls that patron of my happy life, 
** From whom my liberal fortune took its rife ; 
** Now to the dull gone down ; his houfes, lands, 
** And once fair-fpreading family, dilTolv'd. 
" 'Tis faid that in fome lone obfcure retreat, 
« Urg'd by remembrance fad, and decent pride, 
" Far from thofe fcenes which knew their better days, 
*' His aged widow and his daughter live, 
*' Whom yet my fruitlefs fearch could never find. 
•* Romantic wifti ! would this the daughter were !'* 

When, llrid enquiring, from herfelf he found 
She was the fame, the daughter of his friend. 
Of bountiful Acallo ; who can fpeak 
The mingled paffions that furpriz'd his heart. 
And thro' his nerves in fhivering tranfport ran ? 

Thca 
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Then blaz'd his fmother'd flame, avow'd, and bold; 
And as he view'd her, ardent, o'^er and o'er, 
Love, gratitude, and pity wept at once. 
Confus'd, and frightened at his fudden tears. 
Her riiing beauties flulh'd a higher bloom, * 
As thus Palemon, paffionate, and juft, 
Pour'd out the pious rapture of his foul. 

" And art thou then Acailo's dear remains ? 
** She, whom my reftlefs gratitude has fought 
'* So long in vain ? O heavens ! the very fame> 
*' The foftened image of my noble friend ; 
" Alive his 'every look, his every feature, 
^' More elegantly touch'd. Sweeter than fpring ! 
*' Thou fole furviving bloffom from the root 
" That nourifh'd up my fortune ! Say, ah where, 
*' In what fequefter'd defart, haft thou drawn 
•* The kindeft afped of delighted Heaven- ? 
'' Into fuch beauty ipread, and blown fo fair : 
" Tho' poverty's cold wind, and crulhing rain, 
*' Beat keen, and heavy, on thy tender years ? 
*' O let me now, into a richer foil, 
" Tranfplantthee fafe ! where vernal funs, and Ihovvers, 
*' DiiFufe their warmeft, largeft influence ; 
** And of my garden be the pride, and joy ! 
*' 111 it befits thee, oh it ill befits 
" Acafto's daughter, his whofe open ftores, 
** Tho' vaft, were little to his ampler heart, 
** The father of a country, thus to pick 

F 5 '' TK^ 
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The very refufe of thofe harveft-ficlds, 

* Which from his bounteous friendfliip I enjoy. 

^ Then throw that fhameful pittance from tJiy hand. 
But ill apply'd to fuch a rugged talk ; 

* The fields, themafter, all, my fair, are •thine; 

* If to the various bleflings which thy houfe 

* Has on me lavifli'd, thou wilt add that bliis. 
That deareft blifs, the power of bleffing thee l** 
Here ceas'd the youth : yet ftill his fpeaking eye 

Exprefs'd the facred triumph of his foul. 

With confcious virtue, gratitude, and love. 

Above the vulgar joy divinely rais'd. 

Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm 

Of goodnefs irrefifUble, and all 

In fwect diforder loft, Ihe blulh*d confent. 

The news immediate to her mother brought. 

While, pierc'd with anxious thought, Ihe pin'd away 

The lonely moments for Lavinia's fate ; 

Amaz'd,. and fcarce believing what fhc heard, 

Joy feiz'd her wither'd veins, and one bright gleai» 

Of fetting life Ihone on her evening hours : 

Not lefs enraptured than the happy pair ; 

Who flourifh'd long in tender blifs, and rear'd 

A numerous offspring, lovely like themfelves. 

And good, the grace of all the country rounds. 
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ADVICE TO A LADY. 

By the Honourable Mr, N— — — • 

^ I'^HE counfels of a friend, Belinda, hear, 
-** Too roughly kind to pleafe a lady's car ; 
Unlike the flatteries of a lover's pen. 
Such truths as women feldom learn from men* 
Nor think I praife you ill, when thus I fhew 
What female vanity might fear to know : 
Some merit's mine, to dare to be fincere. 
But greater yours, fincerity to bear. 

Hard is the fortune that your fex attends ; 
Women, like princes, find few real friends : 
All who approach them their own ends purfue : 
Lovers and miniflers are feldom true. 
Hence oft from reafon heedlefs beauty ftrays. 
And the moil trulled guide the moft betrays : 
Hence by fond dreams of fancy'd pow'r amus'd. 
When moft you tyrannize you're moft abus'd. 

What is your fex's earlieft, lateft care. 
Your heart's fupreme ambition ? To be fair : 
For this the toilet ev'ry thought employs. 
Hence all the toils of drefs, and all the joys : 
For this, hands, lips, and eyes are put to fchool. 
And each inftrudlive feature has its rule ; 
And yet how few have learnt, when this is giv'n. 
Not to difgrace the partial boon of heav'n? 

F 6 Hb» 
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How few with all their pride of form can move ? 

How few are lovely, that were. made for love ? 

Do you, my fair, endeavour to poflefs 

An elegance of mind as well as drefs ; 

fie that your ornament, and know to pleafer 

By grateful nature's unafFedled eafe. 

Nor make to dang'rous wit a vain pretence. 
But wifely reft content with modeft fenfe ; 
For wit, like wine, intoxicates the brain. 
Too ftrong for feeble women to fuftain ; 
Of thofe who claim it, more than half have none« 
And half of thofe who have it, are undone. 

Be ftill fuperior to your fex's arts. 
Nor think dilhonefty a proof of parts ; 
For you the plaineft is the wifeft rule, 
A Cunning Woman is a Knavifh Fool. 

Be good yourfelf, nor think another's fhame 
Can raife your merit, or adorn your fame. 
Prudes rail at whores, as ftatefmen in difgrace 
At minifters, becaufe they wifli their place. 
Virtue is amiable, mild, ferene. 
Without all beauty, and all peace within : 
The honour of a prude is rage and ftorm, 
*Tis uglinefs in its moft frightful form ; 
Fiercely it ftands defying gods and men. 
As fiery monfters guard a giant's den. 

Seek to be good, but aim not to be great : 
A woman's nobleft ftadoa is retreat ; 

Her 



YOUNG LADIES. 109 

Her faireft virtues fly from public fight, 
Domeftic worth, that fhuns too ftrong a light* 

To rougher man ambition's taflc refign : 
'Tis purs in fenates or in courts to fhine. 
To labour for a funk corrupted ftate^ 
Or dare the rage of envy, and be great. 
One only care your gentle breafts fhould move, 
Th' important bufinefs of your life is love : 
To this great point dired your conflant aim. 
This makes your happinefs, and this your fame. 

Be never cool referve with paflion join'd ; 
With caution chufe ; but then be- fondly kind. 
The felfilh heart, that but By halves is giv'n. 
Shall find no place in love's delightful heav'n ; 
Here fweet extremes alone can truly blefs. 
The virtue of a lover is excefs. 

Contemn the little pride of giving pain. 
Nor think that conqueft juftifies difdain ; 
Short is the period of infulting pow'r ; 
OiFended Cupid finds his vengeful hour. 
Soon will refume the empire which he gave. 
And foon the tyrant fhall become the flave. 
Bleft is the maid, and worthy to be bleft, 
Whofe foul, entire by him fhe loves pofTefs'd, 
Feels ev'ry vanity in fondnefs loft. 
And afks no pow'r, but that of pleafing moft : 
Her's is the blifs in juft return to prove 
The honeft warmth of undiffembled love ; 

Far 
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For her, inconftant man might ceafe ta range. 
And gratitude forbid defire to change. 

But left harfh care the lover's peace deftroy. 
And roughly blight the tender buds of joy. 
Let reafon teach what paffion fain would hide. 
That Hymen's bands by prudence fhould be ty*d. 
Venus in vain the wedded pair would crown. 
If angry fortune on their union frown : 
Soon will the flatt'ring dream of blifs be o'er. 
And cloy'd imagination cheat no more. 
Then waking to the fenfe of lafting pain. 
With mutual tears the nuptial couch they (lain. 
And that fond love, which fhould aflbrd relief. 
Does but increafe the anguifh of their grief; 
While both could eafier their own fbrrows bear. 
Than the fad knowledge of eath other's care* 

Yet may you rather feel that virtuous pain. 
Than fell your violated charms for gain ; 
Than wed the wretch whom you defpife, or hate. 
For the vain glare of ufelefs wealth or ftate. 
The moft abandoned proftitutes are they,. 
Who not to love, but av'rice fall a prey : - 
Nor aught avails the fpecious name of Wife ; 
A maid fo wedded, is a Whore for Life. 

Ev'n in the happieft choice, where fav'ring heay'n 
Has equal love, and eafy fortune giv'n. 
Think not, the huiband gain'd, that all is done ; 
The prize of happinefs muft ftill be won ; 

And 
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And oftj the carelefs find it to their coSt, 
The lover in thehufband may be loft ; 
The graces might alone hisheart allure ; 
They and the virtues meeting muft fecure. 
Let cv'n your prudence wear the pleafmg dreft 
Of care for him^ and anxious tendernefs* 
From kind concern about his weal or woe. 
Let each domeftic duty feem to flow ; 
Endearing every common ad of life. 
The miftrefs ftill (hall charm him in the wife I 
And wrinkled age ftiall unobferv'd come on. 
Before his eye perceives one beauty gone : 
Ev'n o'er your cold, and ever-facred urn. 
His conftant flame fliall unextinguifli'd buriu 
*Tis thus, Belinda, I your charms improve. 
And form your heart to all the arts of love ^ 
The tafk were harder to fecure my own 
Againft the pow'r of thofe already known y 
For well you twift the fecret chains that bind 
With gentle force the captivated mind, 
Skiird ev'ry foft attradion to employ. 
Each flattering hope, and each alluring joy $ 
I own your genitts> and from you receive 
The rules of pleaiing, which to you I give- 
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FAIRY TALE. 

By Dr. P a r n e l l. 

IN Britain's ifle and Arthur's days. 
When midnight Fairies daunc'd the maze^ 
Liv'd Edwin of the green ; 
Edwin, I wis, a gentle youth, 
Endow'd with courage, fenfe, and truth, 
Tho' badly fhap'd he been. 

His mountain back mote well be faid 
To meafure height againft his head. 

And lift itfelf above ; 
Yet fjpite of all that nature did 
To make his uncouth form forbid. 

This creature dar'd to love. 

He felt the charms of Edith's eyes. 
Nor wanted hope to gain the prize, 

Cou'd ladies look within ; 
But one Sir Topaz drefs'd with art. 
And, if a fhape cou'd win a heart. 

He had a fhape to win. 

Edwin, 
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Edwin, if right I read my fbng. 
With flighted paflipn pac'd along 

All in the moony light ; 
>Twas near an old enchanted court. 
Where iportive fairies made refbrt 

To revel out the night. 

His heart was drear, his hope was crofs*d, 
'Twas late, 'twas far, the path was loft 

That reach'd the neighbour-town ; 
With weary fteps he^ quits the fliades, 
Refolv'd, the darkling dome he trea4». 

And drops his limbs adown. 

But fcant he lays him on the floor. 
When hollow winds remove the door, 

A trembling, rocks the ground : 
And, well I ween to count aright. 
At once an hundred tapers light 

On all the walls around. 

Now founding tongues aflail his ear. 
Now founding feet approachen near. 

And now the founds increafe : 
And from the corner where he lay 
He fees a train profufely gay 

Come prankling o'er the place. 
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But (truft me Gentles !) never yet 
Was dight a mafquing half fo neat. 

Or half fo rich before : 
The country lent the fweet perfumes. 
The fea the pearl, the iky the plumes. 

The town its filken flore. 

Now whilil he gaz'd, a gallant dreft. 
In flaunting robes above the reft. 

With awful accent cry'd ; 
What mortal of a wretched mind, 
Whofe fighs infeft the balmy wind. 

Has here prefum'd to hide ? 

At this the fwain, whoie vent'rous foul 
No fears of magic art controul. 

Advanced in open fight ; 
'* Nor have I caufe of dreed, he faid, 
" Who view by no pnefumption led 

'* Your revels of the night. 

** 'Twas grief, for fcorn of faithful love, " 
** Which made my fteps unweeting rove, 

** Amid the nightly dew." 
'Tis well the gallant cries again. 
We fairies never injure men 

Who dare to tell us true. 
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Exalt thy love-dejeded heart. 
Be mine the taflc, or ere we part> 

To make thee grief refign ; 
Now take the pleafure of thy chaunce ; 
Whilft I with Mab, my part'ner, dauncc. 

Be little Mable thine. 

He {poke, and all a fudden there 
Light muiic floats in wanton air ; 

The monarch leads the queen : 
The reft their fairie part'ners found : 
And Mable trimly tript the ground 

Wi^ Edwin of the green. 

The dauncing paft, the board was laid. 
And £ker fuch a feaft was made 

As heart and lip deiire, 
Withouten hands the diihes fly. 
The glaffes with a wifh come nigh. 

And with a wifh retire. 

But now to pleafe the fairie king. 
Full ev'ry deal they laugh and fing. 

And antic feats devife ; 
Some wind and tumble like an ape. 
And other-fome tranfmute their fhape 

In Edwin's wond'ring cye$. 

'Till 
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'Till one at laft that Robin hight, 
Renown'd for pinching maids by nighty ' 

Has hent him up aloof; 
And full againft the beam he flung. 
Where by the back the youth he hung 

To fpraul unneath the roof. 

From thence, '* Reverfc my charm, he cries^ 
'* And let it fairly now fufiice 

" The gambol has been fhown.'* 
But Oberon anfwers with a fmile. 
Content thee Edwin for a while. 

The vantage is thine own. «» 

Here ended all the phantom-play ; 
They fmelt the frelh approach of day. 

And heard a cock to crow 5 
The whirling wind that bore the crowd 
Has clap'd the door, and whiflled loud. 

To warn them all to go. 

Then fcreaming all at once they fly. 
And all at once the tapers dye ; 

Poor Edwin falls to floor ; 
Forlorn his ftate, and dark the place^ 
Was never wight in fuch a cafe 

Thro' all the land before. 



Bu 
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But foon as dan Apollo rofe. 
Full jolly creature hoine he goes. 

He feels his back the lefs ; 
His honeft tongue and fteady mind 
Had rid him of the lump behind. 

Which made him want fuccefs. 

With lully livelyhed he talks. 
He feems a dauncing as he walks. 

His ftory foon took wind ; 
And beauteous Edith fees the youth. 
Endowed with courage, fenfe, and truth. 

Without a bunch behind. 

The ftory told. Sir Topas mov'd. 
The youth of Edith erft approved. 

To fee the revel fcenc ; 
At clofe of eve he leaves his home. 
And wends to find the ruin'd dome 

All on the gloomy plain. 

As there he bides, it fo befell, 
The wind came ruftling down a dell, 

A fhaking feiz'd the wall : 
Up fprung the tapers as before. 
The fairies bragly foot the floor. 

And mufic fills the hall. 
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But certcs forely funk with woe 
Sir Topaz fees the Elphin ihow^ 

His fpirits in him dy : 
When Oberon crys, *' a man is near, 
** A mortal paflion, cleeped fear, 

** Hangs flagging in the iky.** 

With that Sir Topaz, haplefs youth ! 
In accents falt'ring, ay for ruth, 

Intreats them pity graunt ; 
For als he been a miller wight 
Betray'd by wand'ring in the night 

To tread the circled haunt ; 

^' Ah Lofell vile, at once they roar ; 
** And little {kill's of fairie lore, 

** Thy caufe to come, we know : 
*' Now has thy keftrell courage fell ; 
** And fairies, fince a lye you tell ; 

** Are free to work thee woe." 

Then Will, who bears the wiipy fire 
To trail the fwains among the mire« 

The captive upward flung ; 
"There like a tortoife in a fliop 
He dangled from the chamber-top^ 

Where whilome Edwin hung. 



Th< 



YOUNG LADIES. 119 

The revel now proceeds apace. 
Deftly they frifk it o'er the place. 

They fit, they drink, 'and eat ; 
The time with frolic mirth beguile. 
And poor Sir Topaz hangs the while 

'Till all the rout retreat. 

By this the ftars began to wink. 
They 'fhriek, they fly, the tapers fink. 

And down ydrops the knight. 
For never fpell by fairie laid 
With ftrong enchantment bound a glade. 

Beyond the length of night. 

Chill, dark, alone, adreed, he lay, 
'Till up the welkin rofe the day. 

Then deem'd the dole was o'er : 
But wot ye well his harder lot ? ^ 

His feely back the bunch had got 

Which Edwin loft afore. 

This tale a Sybil-nuHc ared ; 

She foftly ilroak'd my youngling head. 

And when the tale was done, 
" Thus fbme are born, my fon, flie cries, 
*' With bafe impediments to rife, 
'* And fome are born with none. 

" But 
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'* But virtue can itfelf advance 

'* To what the fav'rite fools of chance 

'* By fortune feemM deiign'd : 
*' Virtue can gain the odds of fate, 
** And from itfelf fhakc off the weight 

*' Upon th' unworthy mi^d.** 



A NIGHT-PIECE on DEATH, 

By the Same. 

T> Y the blue taper's trembling light, 
•^-^ No more I wafte the wakeful night. 
Intent with endlefs view to pore 
The fchoolmen and the fages o'er : 
Their books from wifdom widely ftray. 
Or point at bell the longeft way. 
I'll feek a readier path, and go 
Where wifdom's furely taught below. 
How deep yon azure dies the fky ! 
Where orbs of gold unnumber'd lye. 
While thro' their ranks in iilver pride 
The nether crefcent feems to glide. 
The llumb'ring breeze forgets to breathe. 
The lake is fmooth and clear beneath. 
Where once again the fpangled ftiow 
Defccnds to meet our eyes below. 

The 



YOUNG LADIES. 121 

"iTie grounds which outii^' right afpire, 
Jn dimncfs from the vlei^^retire : 
The left prefents a place of graves, 
Whofe wall the filent water laves. 
Thatileeple guides thy doubtfii fight 
Among the livid gleams of night. 
There pafs with' melancholy ftate. 
By all the folemn heaps of fate ; 
And think, as foftly-fad you tread 
Above the venerable dead. 
Time was, like thee they life poffell. 
And time fhall be, that thou fljalt reft, 

Thofe graves, with bending oiler bound. 
That namelefs heave the crumbled greund. 
Quick to the glancing thought difclofe, 
WJiere toil and poverty repofe. 

The flat fmooth ftones that bear a name. 
The c}ufl"er« flender help to fame, 
(Which ere our let of friends decay 
Their frequent fteps may wear away ;) 
A middle race of mortals own. 
Men, half ambitious, all unknown. 
The marble tombs that rife on high, 
Whofe dead in vaulted arches lie, 
Whofe pillars fwell with fculptur'd ilones. 
Arms, angels, epitaphs, and bones ; 
Thefe, all the poor remains of ilatc, 
Adori the rich, or praife the great j 
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Who, while on earth, in faijHg .they live. 
Are fenfelefs of the fame thcV'give. 

Ha ! while I gaze, pale Cynthia fades, ' 
The burfting earth unveils the (hades ! 

All flow, and wan, and wrapt with fhrouds, 

A- 

They rife in vifionary crowds ; 
And all with fober accent cry. 
Think, mortal, what it is to die. 

Now from yon black and fun'ral yew. 
That bathes the charnel-houfe with dew, 
Methinks, I hear a vpice begin ; 
(Ye ravens, ceafe your croaking din. 
Ye tolling clocks, no time refound 
O'er the long lake and midnight ground.) 
It fends a peal of hollow groans. 
Thus fpeaking from among the bones. 

When men my fcythe and darts fupply. 
How great a king of fears am I ! 
They view me like the laft of things ; 
They make, and then they dread my flings ; 
Fools ! if you lefs provok'd your fears. 
No more my fpe£lre-form appears. 
Death's but a path that muft be trod. 
If man would ever pafs to God : 
A port of calms, a ftate of eafe 
From the rough rage of fwelling feas. 
Why then thy flowing -fable ftoles, 
Deep pendent cyprefs, mourning, poles, 

Loofc 
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Loofe fcarfs to fall athwart thy weeds. 
Long palls, drawn herfes, cover'd fteeds. 
And plumes of black, that as they tread. 
Nod o'er the 'fcutchcons of the dead ? 

Nor can the parted body know. 
Nor wants the foal, thefe forms of woe : 
As men who long in prifon dwell. 
With lamps that glimmer round the cell, 
When-e'er their fuff 'ring years are fun. 
Spring forth to greet the glittVing fun ; 
Such joy, tho' fer tranfcending fenfe. 
Have pious fouls at parting hence. 
On earth, and in the body plac'd, 
A few, and evil, years they waile : 
But when their chains are caft afide. 
See the glad fcene unfolding wide. 
Clap the glad wing, and tow'r awty. 
And mingle with the blaze of day. 
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The Parting of Hector and Andromache. 

From Homer's Iliad, Book VI, 

Tranflated by Mr. Pope. 

HE faid, and pad with fad prefaging heart 
To feek his fpoufe, his foul's far dearer part ; 
At home he fought htfr, but he fought in vain : 
She, with one maid of all her menial train. 
Had thence retir'd ; and with her fecond joy. 
The young Aflyanax, the hope of Troy, 
Pcnfive fhe flood on Ilion's tow'ry height. 
Beheld the war, and ficken'd at the fight ; 

G 3 Tlvfttft 
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There her fad eyes in vain her Lord explore, • 
Or weep the wounds her bleeding country bore. 
But he who found not whom his foul defir'd, 
Whofe virtue charm'd him as her beauty fir'd. 
Stood in the gates, and afk'd what way fhe beat 
Her parting ftep ? If to the fane (he went. 
Where late the mourning matrons made reibrt ; 
Or fought her fillers in the Trojan court ? 
Not to the court, (reply 'dth* attendant train) 
Nor mlx*d with matrons to Minerva's fane : 
1 o Ilion's ileepy tow'r (he bent her way, 
1*0 mark the fortunes of the doubtful day. 
Troy fled, ihe heard, before the Grecian fword ; 
She heard, and trembled for her abfent Lord ; 
Dillraded with furprife, fhe feem'd to fly. 
Fear on her cheek, and forrow in her eye. 
The nurfe attended with her infant boy. 
The young Aftyanax, the hope of Troy. 

Hedlor, this heard, return'd without delay j 
Swift thro' the town he trod his former way. 
Thro' fb-eets of palaces, and walks of flate ; 
And met the mourner at the Scaean gate. 
With halle to meet him fprung the joyful fair. 
His blamelefs wife. Action's wealthy heir : 
(Cilician Thebc great Action fway'd. 
And Hippoplacus* wide extended ihade) 
The nurfe flood near, in whofe embraces preft. 
His only hope hung fmiling at her breaft. 

Whom 
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Whom each foft charm and early grace adorn. 
Fair as the new-born ftar that gilds the morn. 
To this lov'd infant HeAor gave the name 
Scamandrius, from Scamander's honour'd llream ; 
Aftyanax the Trojans call'd the boy, 
. From his great father, the defence of Troy. 
Silent the warrior fmil'd, and pleas'd reiign'd 
To tender paffions all his mighty mind : 
His beauteous princefs cad a mouriifd look. 
Hung on his hand, and then dejefted fpoke ; 
Her bofom labour'd with a boding figh. 
And the big tear flood trembling in her eye. 

Too daring prince ! ah whither doft thou run ? 
Ah too forgetful of thy wife and fon ! 
Aiid think' ft thou not how wretched we fhall be, 
A widow li an helplefs orphan he ! 
For fure fuch courage length of life denies. 
And thou muft fall, thy virtue's facrifice. 
Greece in her fingle heroes ftrove in vain ; 
Now hofts oppofe thee, and thou muft be llain ! 
Oh grant me, Gods ! ere HeAor meets his doom. 
All I can afk of heav'n, an early tomb ! 

So Ihall my days in one fad tenour run^ 
And end with forruws as they firft begun. 
No parent now remains my griefs to fhare. 
No father's aid, no mother's tender care. 
Tiie fierce Achilles wrapt our walls in fire. 
Laid Thebe wafte, and flew my warlike fire ! 

G4 Hig 



128 P O E M S FO R 

His fate compaflion in the vidor bred ; 
Stern as he was, he yet rever'd the dead^ 
His radiant arms preferv'd from hoalile fpoil. 
And laid him decent on the fun'ral pile ; 
' Then rais'd a mountain where his bones were burn'd : 
The mountain nymphs the lural tomb adorn'd, 
Jove's filvan daughters bade their elms bellow 
A barren ihade, and in his honour grow. 

By the fame arm my fev'n brave brothers fell ; 
In one fad day beheld the gate's of hell : 
While the fat herds and fnowy flocks they fed ; 
Amid their fields the haplefs heroes bled-! 
My mother liv'd to bear the vidor's bands. 
The queen of Hippoplacia's filvan. lands : 
Redeemed too late, (he fcarcc beheld again 
Her plcafmg empire and her native plain. 
When aJi 1 oppreft by life-confuming woe. 
She fell a vidtim to Diana's bow. 

Yet while my Hedtor ftill furvives ; I fee 
My father, mother, brethren, all, in thee : 
Alas ! my parents, brothers, kindred, all 
Once more will perilh, if my Heflor fall. 
Thy wife, thy infant, in thy danger (hare : 
Oh prove a hu(band*s and a father's carei 
That quarter moft the Ikilful Greeks annoy, 
'Where yon' wild fig-trees join the wall of Troy : 
Thou, from this tow'r defend th' important poft ; 
There Agamemnon points his dreadful hoik. 

That 
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That pafs Tydides, Ajax, flrive to gain. 
And there the vengeful Spartan fires his train. 
Thrice our bold foes the fierce attack have giv'n. 
Or led by hopes, or dilated from heav'n ; 
Let others In the field their anns employ. 
But ftay my Heclor here, and guard his Troy. 

The chief reply'd : That pofl Ihall be my care. 
Nor that alone, but all the works of war. 
How would the fons of Troy, in arms renown'd. 
And Troy's proud dames, whofe garments fweep the 

ground. 
Attaint the luftre of my former name. 
Should Hedor bafely quit the field of fame ? 
My early youth was bred to martial pains. 
My foul impels me to th' embattl'd plains : 
Let me be foremoft to defend the throne. 
And guird my father's glories and my own. 

Yet come it will, the day decreed by fates ; 
(How my heart trembles while my tongue relates !) 
The day when thou, imperial Troy ! muil bend. 
And fee thy warriors fall, thy glories end. 
And yet no dire prefage fo vvounds my mind. 
My mother's death, the ruin of my kind j 
Not Priam's hoary hairs defil'd with gore. 
Not all my brothers gafping on the Ihore ; 
As thine, Andromache ! thy griefs I dread ; 
J fee thee trembling, weeping, captive led ! 
In Argive looms our battles to defign. 
And woes, of which fo large a part was thine ! 

G 5 "T^ 



I30 P O E M S F O R 

To bear the vigor's hard commands, or bring 
The weight of waters from Hyperia*s fpring. 
There while you groan beneath the load of life. 
They cry. Behold the mighty Hedlor's wife ! 
Some haughty Greek, who lives thy tears to fee. 
Embitters all thy woes, by naming me. 
The thoughts of glory paft, and prefent fhame, 
A thoufand griefs, fhall waken at the name ! 
May I lie cold before that dreadftd day, 
Prefs'd with a load of monumental clay ! 
Thy Hedor wrapt in everlafling fleep. 
Shall neither hear thee figh, nor fee thee weep. 



The 
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The Death of Dido, from Virgirs Eneid, B. IV. 

Tranllated by Mr. D r y d e n . 

>^T^ W A S dead of night, when weary bodies clc^c 

A Their eyes in balmy ileep, and foft repofe : 
The winds no longer whifper thro' the woods, 
Nor murmuring tides didurb the gentle floods. 
The ftars in filent order mov'd around, 
A ad peace, with downy wings, was brooding on the 

ground. 
The flocks and herds, and particoloured fowl, 
Which haunt the woods, or fwim the weedy pool ; 
Stretch'd on the quiet earth fecurely lay. 
Forgetting the pad labours of the day. 
All elfe of nature*s common gift partake ; 
Unhappy Dido was alone awake. 
Nor fleep or eafe the furious queen can find. 
Sleep fled her eyes, as quiet fled her mind ; 
Defpair, and rage, and love, divide her heart : 
Defpair and rage had fome, but love the greater part. 

Then thus flie faid within her fecret mind : 
What ftiall I do, what fuccour can I find I 
Become a fuppliant td'Hiarba's pride, 
And take my turn, to court-and be deny'd ! 
Shall I with this ungrateful Trojan go, . 
Forfake an empire, and attend a foe ?- 

G 6 HImfelf 
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Himfelf I refug*d, and his train reliev'd; 

'Tis true ; but am I fure to be receiv'd ? 

Can gratitude in Trojan ibuls have place ! 

Laomedon flill lives in all his race ! 

Then, fhall I feek alone the churlifh crew. 

And with my fleet their flying fails purfue ? 

What force have I bat thofe, whom fcarce before 

I drew reludbint from their native fliore ? 

Will they again embark at my defirc. 

Once more fuflain the feas, and quit their fecond Tyre? 

Rather with fteel thy guilty breaft invade. 

And take the fortune thou thyfelf hafl made. 

Your pity, fifler, firfl feduc'd ray mind ; 

Or feconJed too well, what I defign'd. 

Thefe dear-bought pleafures had I never known. 

Had I continued free, and flill- my own ; 

Avoiding love, I had not found defpair : 

But fhar'd with favage beaih the common air. 

Like them a lonely life I might have led. 

Not mourn*d the living, nor difturb*d the dead. 

Thefe thoughts flie brooded in her anxious breafl ;. 

Oa board, the Trojan found more eafy reft. 

Refolv'd to fail, in flecp he pafs*d the night ;. 

And order*d all things for his early flight. 

To whom once more the winged God appears 
Hli former youthful mien and fliape he wears. 
And with tliis new alarm invades his ears. 

Sleep'il 
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Sleep'il thou, O Goddefs-born ! and canft thpu drown 

Thy needful cares, fo near a hoftile town ? 

Befet witli foes : nor hear'ft the weftern gales 

Invite thy pafTage, and infpire thy (aib ? 

She harbours in her heart a furious hate ; 

And thou ihalt find the dire effeds too late ; 

Fix'd on revenge, and obftinate to die ; 

Hafte fwiftly hence, while thou hail pow'r to fly. 

The fea with fhips will foon be covcr'd o'er. 

And blazing firebrands kindle all the fhore. 

Prevent her rage, while night pbfcures the fkies ; 

And fail before the purple morn arife. 

Who knows what hazards thy delay may bring ? 

Woman's a various and a changeful thing. 

Thus Hermes in the dream ; then took his flight. 

Aloft in air unfeen ; and mix'd with night. 

Twice warn'd by the celellial meflienger. 

The pious prince arofe with hafty fear ; 

Then rouz'd his diowfy train without delay, 

Hafte to your barks ; your crooked anchors wei^ 

And fpread your flying fails, and (land to fea. 

A God commands ; he ftix)d before my fight ; 

And urg'd us once again to fpeedy flight. 

O facred pow'r, what pow'r foe'er thou art. 

To thy blefs'd orders I refign my heart : 

Lead thou the way ; protect thy Trojan bands; 

And profper the defign thy will commands. 

He faid, and drawing forth his flaming fword. 

His thund'ring arm divides the many twifted cord : 
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An emulating zeal inlpires his train ; 
They run, they fnatch ; they rufli into the main* 
With headlong hafte they leave the defert fhores. 
And brufh the liquid feas with laboring oars, 

Aurora now had left her faffron bed. 
And beams of early light the heav'ns o'eHpread, 
When from a tow'r the queen, with wakefiil cyci. 
Saw day point upward from the rofy Ikies : 
She looked to feaward, but the fea was void. 
And fcarce in ken the failing fliips defcry'd : 
Stung with defpight, and furious with defpair. 
She ftruck her trembling breaft, and tore her hair. 
And ftiall th* ungrateful traitor go, fhe faid ; 
My land forfaken, and my love betray'd? 
Shall we not arm, nor rufh from ev'ry ftreet. 
To follow, fink, and burn his perjur'd fleet ? 
Hafte, haul my gallies out, purfue the foe : 
Bring flaming brands, fet fail, and fwiftly row. 
What have I faid ? Where am I ? Fury turns 
My brain ; and my diftemper'd bofom burns. 
Then, when I gave my perfbn and my throne. 
This hate, this rage, had been more timely fliown. 
See now the promis*d faith, the vaunted name. 
The pious man, who rufliing through the flame, 
Pref^rv'd his Gods, and to the Phrygian fliore 
The burthen of his feeble father bore ! 
I fhould have torn him piece-meal ; llrow'd in floods 
His fcatter'd limbs, or left expos 'd in woods : 

Deftroy^d 
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Deftroy'd'his friends and fon : and from the fire 
Have fet the reeking boy before the fire. 
Events are doubtful, which on battle wait ; 
Yet wherc's the doubt, to fouls fecure of fate ! 
My Tyrians, at their injured queen's command. 
Had tofs'd their fires amid the Trojan band : 
At once extinguih'd all the faithlefs name ; 
And I myfelf, in vengeance of my fhame. 
Had fall'n upon the pile to mend the fun'ral flame, 
Thou fun, who view' ft at once the world below; 
Thou Juno, guardian of the nuptial vow ; 
-Thou Hecat, hearken from thy dark abodes ; 
Ye furies, fiends, and violated Gods ; 
All pow'fs invok'd with Dido's dying breath. 
Attend her curfes, and' avenge her death. 
If fo the fates ordain, and Jove commands, 
Th' ungrateful wretch Ihould find the Latian lands. 
Yet let a race untam'd, and haughty iocs. 
His peaceful entrance with dire arms oppofe ; 
Opprefs'd with numbers in th' unequal field. 
His men difcourag'd, and himfelf expcll'd. 
Let him for fuccour fue from place to place. 
Torn from his fubjefts, and his fon's embrace : 
Firft let him fee his friends in battle llain ; 
And their untimely fate lament in vain : 
And when, at length, the cruel war fhall ceafe ; 
On hard conditions may he buy his peace. 

Nor 
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Nor let him then enjdy fapreme command ; 

But fall untimely, by fome hoftile hand : 

And lie unbury'd on the barren fand. 

Thefe are my pray'rs, and this my dying will : 

And you, my Tyrians, ev'ry curfe fulfil. 

Perpetual hate, and mortal wars proclaim, 

Againft the prince, the people, and the name. 

Thefe grateful ofF'rings on my grave bellow ; 

Nor league, nor love, the hoftile nations know : 

Now, and from hence in ev'ry future age. 

When rage excites your arms, and ftrength fupplies 

the rage : 
Rife fome avenger of our Lybian blood. 
With fire and fvvord purfue the perjur'd brood : 
Our arms, our feas, our fhores, opposed to theirs. 
And the fame hate defcend on all our heirs. 

This faid, within her anxious mind (he weighs 
The means of cutting fliort her odious days. 
Then to Sichseus* nurfe fhe briefly faid, 
(For when Ihe left her country, hers was dead) 
Go Barce, call ihy filler ; let her care 
The folemn rites of facrifice prepare : 
The fheep, and all th' atoneing oiF'rings bring ; 
Sprinkling her body from the cryflal fpring 
With living drops : then let her come, and thou 
With facrsd fillets bind thy hoary brow. • 
Thus will I pay my vows to Stygian Jove ; 
And end the cares of my difaih*ou« lov«» 

Then 
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Then call the Trojan image on the fire ; 
And as that burns^ my paflion (hall expire. 

The nurfe moves onward, with officious care. 
And all the fpeed her aged limbs can bear. 
But furious Dido, with dark thoughts involved. 
Shook at the mighty mifchief fhe refolv'd. 
With livid fpots diftfnguifh'd was her £u:e. 
Red were her rowling eyes, and difcompos'd her pact 2 
GhaHly (he gaz'd, with pain (he drew her breath. 
And nature (hiver'd at approaching death. 

Then fwiftly to the fatal place fhe pafs'd ; 
And mounts the fun'ral pile, with furious hafte. 
Unflieaths the fword the Trojan left behind, 
(Not for fo dire an enterprize defign'd.) 
But when fhe view'd the garments loofely fpread. 
Which once he wore, and faw the confcious bed. 
She paus'd, and, witli a figh, the robes embrac'( 
Then on the couch her trembling body caft, 
Reprefs'd the ready tears, and fpoke her lad. 
Dear pledges of my love, while heav'n fo plcas'd. 
Receive a foul, of mortal anguiih eas*d : 
My fatal courfe is finifh'd ; and I go 
A glorious name, among the gliofts below. 
A lofty city by my hands is rais'd ; 
Pygmalion punifh'd, and my lord appeas'd. 
What cou'd my fortune have afforded more. 
Had the falfe Trojan never touch'd my fhore ! 

Then 
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Then kifs^d the coach ; and mail I die^ flie faid ; 

And unreveng*d ? 'tis doably to be dead ! 

Yet ev*n this death with pleafare I receive ; 

On any terms, *tis better than to live, 

Thefe flames, from far, may the falfe Trojan view ; 

Thefe boding omens his bafe flight purfue. 

She faid, and ftruck : deep enter'd in her fide 

The piercing fteel, with reeking purple dy'd : 

Clog'd in the wound the cruel weapon ftands ; 

The fpouting blood came ftreaming on her hands. 

Her fad attendants faw the deadly ftroke, ^ 

And with loud cries the founding palace (hook. 

Diftraded from the fatal fight they fled ; 

And thro' the town the difmal rumour fpread. 

Firft from the flighted court, the yell began. 

Redoubled thence from houfe to houfe it ran : 

The groans of men, with fhrieks, laments, and cries 

Of mixing women, mount the vaulted fkies. 

Not lefs the clamour, than if ancient Tyre, 

Or the new Carthage, fet by foes on fire. 

The rowlin^ ruin, with their lov'd abodes, 

Involv'd the blazing temples of their Gods. 

Her fifter hears, and furious with defpair. 

She beats her breaft, and, rends her yellow hair : 

And calling on Eliza's name aloud. 

Runs breathlefs to the place, and breaks the crowd. 

Was all that pomp of woe for this prepared, 

Thefe fires, this fun'ral pile, thefe altars rear'd ; 

Was 
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Was all this train of plots contriv'd, faid fhe. 
All only to deceive unhappy me ? 
Which is the worll ? didft thou in death pretend 
To fcorn t;hy filler, or delude thy friend ! 
Thy fummon'd fifter, and thy friend had come : 
One fword had ferv'd us both, one common tomb. 
Was I to raife the pile, the pow'rs invoke. 
Not to be prefent at the fatal flroke ? 
At once thou haft deftroyed thyfelf and me ; 
Thy town, thy fenate, and thy colony ! 
Bring water, bathe the wound ; while I in death 
Lay clofe my lips to hers, and catch the flying breath. 
This faid, fhe mounts the pile with eager hafte ; 
And in her arms the gafping queen embrac'd : 
Her temples chaf 'd ; and her own gaiments tore 
To ftanch the fbeaming blood, and cleanfe the gore. 
Thrice Dido try'd to raife her drooping head. 
And fainting thrice, fell grov'ling on the bed. 
Thrice op'd her heavy eyes, and faw the light, *] 
, j^it having found it, ficken'd at the fight ; > 

%nd clos'd her lids at laft, in endlefs night. J 

Then Juno, grieving that fhe fhould fuftain 
A death' fo lingring, and fo full of pain ; 
Sent Iris down, to free her from the flrife 
Of laboring nature, and diflblve her life. 
For fince fhe dy'd, not doom*d by heav'n's decree. 
Or her own crime ; but human cafualty. 

And 
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And rage of lovc^ that plung'd her in defpsdr. 
The fillers had not cut the topmail hair. 
Which Proferpinc, and they can only know ; 
Nor made her facred to the fhades below. 
Downward the various goddefs took her flight ; 
And drew a thoufand colours from the light : 
Then flood above the dying lover's head. 
And faid^ I thus devote thee to the dead. 
This offering to th' infernal Gods I bear : 
Thus while (he fpoke, fhe cut the fatal hair ; 
The ftrugling foul was loos'd, and life diflbl vM in air. 



Thi 
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The Story of NARCISSUS, 
from Ovid. 

TraiiflaiSed by Mr. Addison. 



1 



/ r^ H U S did the nymph in vain carcfs the boy, 

-*^ He flill was lovely, but he ftill was coy ; 
When one fair virgin of the flighted train 
Thus pray'd the Gods, provok'd by his difdain, 
" Oh may he love like me, and love like me in 

vain r 
Rhamnufia pity'd the neglefted fair. 
And with juft vengeance anfwer'd to her prayer. 

There flands a fountain in a darkfom wood,- 
Nor flahi'd with falling leaves nor riiing mud ; 
Untroubled by the breath of winds it refts, 
Unfully'd by the touch of men or beafts ; 
High bow'rs of fhady trees above it grow. 
And rifmg grafs and chearful greens below. 
Pleas 'd with the form and cool-iefs of the place. 
And over-heated by the moraing chace, 
NarcifTus on the grafTy verdure lies : 
But whilft within the cryftal fount he tries 
To quench his heat, he feels new heats arife. 
For as his own bright image he furvey'd. 
He fell in love with the fantaftic fhade ; 
And o'er the fair rcfemblance hung unmT)v'd, 
Nor kne.v, fond youth ! it was hinifelf he lov'd. 
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The well-turn'd neck and Jhoulders he defciies. 
The fpacious forehead, and the fparkling eyes ; 
The hands that Bacchus might not fcorn to (how. 
And hair that round Apollo's head might Row ; 
With all the purple youthfulnefs of face, *"' 
That gently blufhes in the watery glafs. 
By his own flames confum'd the lover lies, " ^ 
And gives himfelf the wound by which he dies. 
To the cold water oft he joins his lips, ^^ 

^ Oft catching at the beauteous (hade he dips ( 

His arms, as often from himfelf he (lips. ^ 

Nor knows he who it is his arms purfue 
With eager clafps, but loves he knows not who. 
What could, fond youth, this helplefs pa(£6n move ? 
What kindled in thee this unpity'd love ? 
Thy own warm blu(h within the water glows. 
With thee the coloured fhadow comes and goes. 
Its empty being on thyfelf relies ; 
Step thou afide, and the frail charmer dies. 

Still o'er the fountain's wat'ry gleam he ftood, -* 
Mindlefs of (leep, and negligent of food ; > 

Still view'd his face, and langui(h'd as he view'd. 3 
At length he rais'd his head, and thus began 
To vent his griefs, and tell the woods his pain. 
** You trees, fays he, and thou furrounding grove, 
** Who oft have been the kindly fcenes of love, 
" Tell me, if e'er within your Ihades did lie 
** A youth fo tortur'd, fo perplex'd as I ? 

*' I, who 
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** I, who beforcVQi^^ee the charming fair^ 

*' Whilfl: there he ftands, and yet he ilan^p not there : 

** In fuch a maze of love my thoughts are loil : 

•* And yet no bulwark' d town, nor diHant coail^ 

*• Preferves the beauteous youth from being feen, 

** N< mountains rife, nor oceans flow between, 

** A ihallow water hinders my embrace ;rnrr , " 

*' And yet the lovely mimic wears a face 

*' That kindly fmiles, and when I bend to join 

*• My lips to his, he fondly bends to mine. 

'* Hear, gentle youth, an* pity my complaint, 

** Come from thy well, thou fair inhabitant. 

•' My charms an eafy conqueft have obtained 

'* O'er other hearts, by thee alone difdain'd. 

'* But why fhould I defpair ? I'm fure he burns 

'* With equal flames, and languifhes by turns, 

*' Whene'er I iloop, he offers at a kifs, 

** And when my arms I ftretch, he ftretches his. 

" His eyes with pleafure on my face he keeps, 

•• He fmiles my fmiles, and when I weep he weeps. 

" Whene'er I fpeak, his moving lips appear 

" To utter fome thing which I cannot hear. 

** Ah wretched me ! I now begin too late 

'' To find out all the long-perplex'd deceit ; 

** It is myfelf I love, myfelf I fee ; 

** The gay deluflon is a part of me. 

*' I kindle up the fires by which I burn, 

*' And my own beauties from the well return. 

«' Whom 
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Whom fhould I court ? how uttcriny complaint ? ^ 

Enjoymenffcut produces my reftraint, L 

And too much plenty makes me die for want. 3 

How gladly would I from myfelf remove ! 

And at a diftance fet the thing I love. 

My bread is warm'd with fuch uq^u^ fire, 

I wifh him abfent whom I moft defttd 

And now I faint with grief; my fate draws nigh ; 

In all the pride of blooming youth I die : 

Death will the forrows of my heart relieve. 

Oh might the vifionary youth furvive, 

I (hould with joy my lateft breath refign f 

Bat oh I I fee his fate involved in mine.'* 

This faid, the weeping youth again returned 

To the clear fountain, where again he burn'd ; 

His tears defac'd the furface of the well. 

With circle after circle, as they fell : 

And now the lovely face but half appears^ 

O'er-run with wrinkles, and deform'd with tears. 

** Ah whither, cries NarcilTus, doftthou fly? 

** Let me llrll feed the flame by which I die ; 

" Let me Hill fee, tJio' I'm no further bleft." 

Then rends his garment off, and beats his breall ; 

His naked bofom redden'd with the blow. 

In fuch a blufh as purple clufters fhow. 

Ere yet the fun's autumnal heats refine 

Their fprightly juice, and mellow it to wine. 

The glowing beauties of his breaft he fpiea. 

And with a new redoubled paffion dies. 

As 
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As wax diffolves, as ice begins to run. 
And trickle into drops before the fun. 
So melts th^ youth, andl^jTg||nies away : 
His beauty withers, and bia Bmbs decay. 
And none of thofe attrai5live charms remain. 
To which the flighted echo fu'd in vain. 

She faw him in his prefent mifejcy. 
Whom, fpite of all her wrongs, flie griev'd to fee. 
She anfwer'd fadly to the lover's moan, 
Sigh'd back his fighs, and groan'd to ev'ry groan : 
** Ah youth ! belov'd in vain,'* NarcifTus cries ; 
*' Ah youth ! belov'd in vain," the nymph replies. 
♦* Farewel," fays he ; the parting found fcarce fell 
From his faint lips, But (he repIyM, " Farewcl.'* 
Then on th' unwholfome earth he gafping lies. 
Till death Ihuts up thofe fclf-admiring eyes. 
To the cold fhades his flitting ghoft retires. 
And in the Stygian waves itfelf admirer. 

For him the Naiads and the Dryads mourn, 
Whom the fad echo anfwers in her turn ; 
And now the filler nymphs prepare his urn : 
When, looking for his corps, they only found 
A rifing ftalk, with yellow bloffoms crown 'd. 



H The 



146 ? O EMS FOR 

The Story of CEYX and ALCYONE, 
from Ovid. 

Tranflated^ by Mr. D r y d e n. 

THESE prodigies aiFeft the pious prince ; 
But more perplex'd with thofe that happened 
iince. 
He purpofes to feek the Clarian God, -j 

Avoiding Delphi, his more faq(i*i^, abode, t 

Since Phrygian robbers made milafe the road. ^ 

Yet could he not from her he lov'd fb well. 
The fatal voyage, he refolv'd, conceal ; 
But when ftie faw her Lord preparM to part, 
A deadly cold ran fhiv'ring to her heart ; 
Her faded cheeks are chang'd to boxen hue. 
And in her eyes the tears are ever new. 
She thrice efTay'd to fpcak j her accents hung. 
And falt'ring dy'd unfmifh'd on her tongue. 
Or vanifh'd into fighs : with long delay 
Her voice returned and found the wonted way. 

Tell me, my Lord, (he faid, what fault unknown «i 
Thy once belov'd Alcyon^ has done ? > 

Whither, ah, whither, is thy kindnefs gone ! -' 

Can Ceyx then fuftain to leave his wife. 
And unconcern'd forfake the fweets of life ? 
What can thy mind to this long journey move ? 

Or need'ft thou abfence to renew thy love ? 

Yet. 
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Vet if thou go'ft by land, tho' grief poflefs 
My foul ev'n then, my fears will be the lefs. 
But ah I be wam'd to (hun the watry way. 
The face is frightful of the llormy feai 
For late I faw anlrift disjointed planks. 
And empty tombs eredled on the banks. 
Nor let falfe hopes to truil betray thy mind, 
Becaufe my fire in caves con drains the wind. 
Can wi^ a breath their clam'rous rage appeafe. 
They jfear Kis whittle, and forfake the feas : 
Not fo ; for once indulg'd, they fweep the main ; 
Deaf to the call, or hearing, hear in vain ; 
But bent on mifchief bear the waves before, 

. And not content with feas, infult the Ihore, 
When ocean, air, and earth at once engage, 

i' And rooted forefts fly before their rage : 
At once the clafhing clouds to btlttle move. 
And lightnings run acrofs the fields above : 
I know them well, and mark'd their rude comport. 
While yet a c|lild within my father's court : 
In times of teilipefts they command alone. 
And he but fits precarious on the throne : 
The more I know, the more my fears augnvcnt ; 
And fears are oft prophetic of th' event. 
Put if not fears, or reafons will prevail. 
If fate has fix'd thee obllinate to fail. 
Go not without thy wife, but let me bear 
My part of danger with an equal Ihare 
And prefent, what I fuiFer only fear : 

Hz 'W^ 
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Then o'er the bounding billows ihall we fly ; 
Secure to live together, or to die. 

Thefe reafons mov'd her ftarlike hufband's heart. 
But lUll he held his purpofe to depart : 
For as he Iov*d her equal to his life. 
He would not to the feas expofe his wife ; 
Nor could be wrought his voyage to refrain. 
But fought by arguments to fodth her pain : 
Nor thefe avaird ; at length he lights on one. 
With which fo difficult a caufe he won : 
My love, fo fhort an abfence ceafe to fear. 
For by my father's holy flame I fwear. 
Before two moons their orb with light adorn. 
If heav'n allow me life, I will return. 

This promife of fo fhort a flay prevails ; 
He foon equips the fhip, fupplics the fails. 
And gives the word to launch ; fhe trembling views 
This pomp of death, and parting tears renews : 
Lafl with a kifs fhe took a long farewel, 
Sigh'd with a fad prefage, and fwooning fell : 
While Ceyx fecks delays, the lufty crew, 
Rais'd on their banks, their oars in order drew 
To their broad breafls, the Ihip with fury flew. 

The queen recovcr'd, rears her humid eyes. 
And firfl her hufband on the poop efpies. 
Shaking his hand at diHance on the main ; 
She took the fign, and fhook her hand again. 
Still as the ground recedes, contrafts her view 
With iharpen'd fight, 'till flie no longer knew 
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The much lov'd face ; that comfort loft fupplies 
With lefs, and with the galley feeds her eyes : 
The galley borne from view by rifing gales. 
She followed with her fight the flying fails : 
When ev'n the flying fails were-feen no more, 
Forfaken of all fight fhe left the ftiore. 

Then on her bridal bed her body throws. 
And fought in fleep her wearied eyes to clofc : 
Her hulband's pillow, and the widow'd part 
Which once he prefs'd, renew'd the former fmart. 

And now a breeze from {hore began to blow. 
The failors fliip their oars, and ceafe to row ; 
Then hoift their yards a- trip, and all their fails 
Let fall, to court the wind, am catch the gales : 
By this the veffel half her courfe had run ; 
And as much refted 'till the rifing fun ; 
Both ftiores were loft to fight, when at the clofc 
Of day a ftiiFer gale at Eaft arofe : 
The fea grew white, the rolling waves from far>. 
Like heralds, firft denounce the watry war. 
This feen, the mafter foon began to cry. 
Strike, ftrike the- top-fail; let the main-flieet fly. 
And furl your fails : the winds repel the found. 
And in the fpeaker's mouth the fpeech is drown'd. 
Yet of their own accord, as danger taught 
Each in his way, officioufly they wrought : 
Some ftow their oars, or ftop the leaky fides. 
Another bolder yet the yard beftxides, 

H 3 And 
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And folds the fails ; a fourth with labour laves- 
Th' intruding feas, and waves ejefts on waves* 

In this confufion while their work they ply. 
The winds augment the winter of the fky. 
And wage intefline wars ; the fuff 'ring feas 
Are tofs'd, and mingled, as their tyrants plcafe. 
The m after would command, but in defpair 
Of fafety, ftands amaz'd with ftupid care ; 
Nor what to bid, or what forbid he knows, 
Th' ungovcrn*d tempeft to fuch fury grows : 
Vain is his force, and vainer is his flcill^ 
With fuch a concourfe comes the flood of ill ; 
The cries of men are wx'd with rattling (hrowds ; 
Seas dafh on feas, antodouds encounter Tlouds : 
At once from Eaft to Weft, from pole to pcrfe. 
The forky lightnings flafh, the roaring thunders roll. 

Now waves on waves afcending fcalc the ikies. 
And in the fires above the water fries : 
When yellow fands are fiftcd from below. 
The glittering billows give a golden (how ; 
And when the fouler bottom fpews the black. 
The Stygian dye the tainted waters take : 
Then frothy white appear the flatted feas. 
And change their colour, changing their difeafe. 
Like various fits the Trachin veflTel finds : 
And now fublime, ftie rides upon the winds ; 
As from a lofty fummit looks from high. 
And from the clouds beholds the nether fky ; 

Now 
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Now from the depth of hell they lift their fight. 
And at a diflance fee fuperior light ; 
The lafhing billows make a loud report, 
Aad beat her fides, as batt'ring rams a fort : 
Or as a lion bounding in his way. 
With force augmented, bears againft his prey. 
Sidelong to feizej or unappall'd with fear. 
Springs on the toils, and ruflies on the fpear : 
So feas impelled by winds, with added pow'r 
AfTault the fides, and o'er the hatches tow'r. 

The planks (their pitchy coverings wafli'd away) 
Now yield ; and now a yawning breach diiplay : 
The roaring waters with a hoUile tide 
Rufh through the ruins of her gaping fide. 
Meantime in fheets of rain the (ky defcends. 
And ocean fwelPd with waters upwards tends ; 
One rifing, falling one, the heav'ns and fea 
Meet at their confines, in the middle way : 
The fails are drunk with fhow'rs, and drop with rain. 
Sweet waters mingle with the briny main. 
No ftar appears to lend his friendly light ; 
Darknefs and tempeft make a double night ; 
But flafhing fires difclofe the deep by turns. 
And while the lightnings blaze, the water burns. 

Now all the waves their fcatter'd force unite ; 
And as a fbldier foremofl in the fight. 
Makes way for others, and an hod alone 
Still prefTes on, and urging gains the town 5 

H 4 $9 
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So while th' invading billows come a-breafl> 
The hero tenth advanced before the reft. 
Sweeps all before him with impetuous fway. 
And from the walls defcends upon the prey ; 
Part following enter, part remain without. 
With envy hear tlicir fellows conqu'ring ihout. 
And mount on others backs, in hopes to fhare 
The city, thus become the feat of war. 

An univerfal cry refounds aloud. 
The failors run in heaps, a helplefs crow^-j 
Art fails, aiW courage falls, no fuccour near ; 
As many waves, as many deaths appear. 
One weeps, and yet defpairs of late relief; 
One cannot weep, his fears congeal his griefi 
But ftupid with dry eyes expedls his fate : « 

One with loud fhrieks laments his loft eftate, ( 

And calls thofe happy whom their fun'rals wait. i 

This wretch with pray'rs and vows the Gods implores. 
And ev'n the fkies he cannot fee, adores. 
That other on his friends his thoughts beftows. 
His careful father, and his faithful fpoufe. 
The covetous worldling in his anxious mind. 
Thinks only on the wealth he left behind. 

All Ceyx his Alcyone employs. 
For her he grieves, yet in her abfence joys j 
His wife he wiihes, and would ftill be near. 
Not her with him, but wiflies him with her : '*^^ 
Now with laft looks he fecks his native Ihore, 

Wiiich fate has deilin'd him to fee no more i 

He 
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He fought, but in the dark tempeftuous night 
He knew not whither to diredl his fight. 
So whirl the feas, fuch darknefs blinds the fky. 
That the black night receives a deeper dye. 

The giddy fhip ran round ; the tempeft tore 
Her maft, and over-board the rudder bore. 
One billow mounts, and with a fcornfal brow. 
Proud of her conqueft gain'd, infults the waves below ; 
Nor lighter falls, than if fome giant tore 
Pindus and Athos with the freight they bore. 
And tofs'd Qn feas ; prefs'd with the ponderous blow, 
. Down finks the fhip within the abyfs below : 
Down with the vefi'el fink into the main • 
The many, never niore to rife again. 
Some few on fcatter'd planks With fruitlefs care. 
Lay hold, and fwim ; but while they fwim defpair. 

Ev'n he who late a fceptre did command. 
Now grafps a floating fragment in his hand : 
And while he ftruggles on the ftormy main. 
Invokes his father, and his wife, in vain. 
But yet his coiifort is his greateft care, 
Alcyone he names amidfl his pray'r ; 
Names as a charm againft the waves and wind : 
Moft in his mouth, and ever in his mind. 
Tir'd with his toil, all hopes of fafety paft. 
From pray'rs to wifhes he defcends at laft ; 
That his dead body, wafted to the fands. 
Might have its burial from her friendly hands. 

H 5 As 



154 P O E M S F O R 

As oft as he can catch a gulp of air. 
And peep above the feas, he names the fair : 
And ev'n when plung'd beneath, on her he raves, 
Murm'ring Alcyone below the waves : 
At laft a falling billow flops his breath> 
Breaks o'er his head, and whelms him underneath. 
Bright Lucifer unlike himfelf appears 
That night, his heav'niy form obfcur'd with tears ; 
And iince he was forbid to leave the Sdes, 
He muffled with a cloud his mournful ey^s. 
Mean-time Alcyone (his fate unknown) 
Computes how many nights he had been gone» 
Obferves the waning moon with hourly view> 
Numbers her age, and wifhes for a new ; 
Againft the promised time provides with care. 
And hailens in the woof the robes he was to wear : 
And for herfelf employs another loom, 
New-drefs'd to meet her Lord returning home, 
Flatt'ring her heart with joys,that never were to come: « 
She fum'd the temples with an od'rous flame. 
And oft before the facred altars came. 
To pray for him, who was an empty name. 
All pow'rs implor'd, but far above the reft 
To Juno fhe her pious vows addrefs'd. 
Her much-lov*d lord from perils to prote£l : 
And fafe o'er feas his voyage to diredl : 
Then pray'd, that ihe might flill poffefs his heart. 
And no pretending rival fliare a part ; 

This 
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This laft petition heard of all her pray'r. 
The reft, difpers'd by winds, were loft in air. 

But ihe, the goddefs of the nuptial bed, 
Tir'd with her vain devotions for the dead, 
Refolv'd the tainted hand fhould be repelPd, 
Which incenfe offer'd, and her altar held : 
Then Iris thus beljpoke : thou faithful maid. 
By whom thy queen's commands are well convey 'd, 
Hafte to the houfe of fleep, and bid the God 
Who rules the night by vifions with a nod. 
Prepare a dream, in figure, and in form 
Refembling him who periih'd in the ftorm : 
This form before Alcyone prefent. 
To make her certain of the fad event. 

InduM with robes of various hue ftie flies. 
And flying draws an arch, (a fegment of the ikies :) 
Then leaves her bending bow, and from the fteep 
Defcends, to fearch the filent houfe of fleep. 
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BAUCIS AND PHILEMOJ 

Imitated from the Eighth Book of Ovi d. 
By Dean S w i ft. 

IN ancient times, as ftory tellf. 
The faints would often leave their cells. 
And ftrole about, but hide their quality^ 
To try good people's holpitality. 

It happened on a winter night. 
As authors of the legend write. 
Two brothe;- hermits, faints by trade. 
Taking their tour in mafquerade, 
Difguis'd in tatter'd habits, went 
To a fmall village down in Kent ; 
Where, in the flroller's canting ftrain. 
They begg'd from door to d x)r in vain, 
Try*d ev*ry tone might pity win; 
But not a foul would let them in. 

Our wand'ring faints in weeful date. 
Treated at tliis ungodly rate. 
Having through all the village pafs'd. 
To a fmall cottage came at lad ; 
Where dwelt a good old honeft ye 'man, 
Call'd in the neighbourhood Philemon, 
Who kindly did thefe faints invite 
In his poor hut to pafs the night ; 

An 
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And then the hofpitable fire 
Bid goody Baucis mend the lire ; 
While he from out the chimney took 
A flitch of bacon off the hook. 
And freely from the fatteft fide 
Cut out large flices to be fry'd ; 
Then ftepp'd afide to fetch 'em drink> 
Fiird a large jug up to the brink. 
And faw it fairly twice go round ; 
Yet (what is wonderful I) they found 
'Twas ftill replenifti'd to the top. 
As if they had not touch'd a drop. 
The good old couple were amaz'd. 
And often on each other gaz'd ; 
For both were frighten'd to the heart. 
And juft began to cry, — ^What ar't ! 
Then foftly turn'd afide to view 
Whether the lights we^e burning blue. 
The gentle pilgrims, foon aware on't. 
Told them their calling, and their errant ; 
Good folks, you need not be afraid. 
We are but faints, the hermits faid; 
No hurt Ihall come to you or yours : 
But for that pack of churiilh boors. 
Not fit to live on chriftian ground. 
They and their houfes Ihall be drown'd ; 
Whilfl you Ihall fee your cottage rife. 
And grow a church before your eyes. 

They 
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They fcarcc had fpoke : when fair and foft 
The roof began to mount aloft ; 
Aloft rofe ev'ry beam and rafter ; 
The heavy wall climb'd flowly after. 

The chimney widened, and grew higher. 
Became a fteeple with a ipire. 

The kettle to the top was hoifl. 
And there flood faflen'd to a joifl. 
But with the upfide down, to fhow 
Its indination for below : 
In vain ; for a fuperior force 
Apply'd at bottom flops its courfe : 
Doom'd ever in fuipenfe to dwell, 
•Tis now no kettle, but a bell. 

A wooden jack, whidrfad almoft 
Loft by difufe the art to roaft, 
A fudden alteration feels. 
Increased by new inteftine wheels ; 
And, what exalts the wonder more. 
The number made the motion flow'r. 
The flyer, thou 't had leaden feet, 
Tum'd round fo quick, you fcarce could fee*t ; 
But, flacken'd by fome fecret pow'r. 
Now hardly moves an inch an hour. 
The jack and chimney, near ally'd. 
Had never left each other's fide : 
The chimney to a fteeple grown. 
The jack would not be left alone ; 

But, 
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But, up againft the fleeple rear'd. 
Became a clock, and Hill adher'd ; 
And flill its love to houihold cares> 
By a ihrill voice at noon declares. 
Warning the cook-maid not to burn 
That roall-meat, which it cannot turn. 

The groaning-chair began to crawl. 
Like a huge fnail, along the wall g 
There lluck aloft in public view,. 
And, with fmall change, a pulpit grew. 

The porringers, that in a row 
Hung high, and made a glittering (how. 
To a lefs noble fubilance chang'd. 
Were now but leathern buckets ranged. 

The ballads pafted on the wall. 
Of Joan of France, and Engliih Moll, 
Fair Rofamond, and Robin Hood, 
The Little children in the wood. 
Now feem'd to look abundance better. 
Improved in pifture, fize, and letter ; 
And, high in order plac'd, dcfcribe 
The heraldry of ev'ry tribe. 

A bedilead of the antique mode, 
Compadt of timber many a load. 
Such as our anceflors did ufe. 
Was metamorphos'd into pews ; 
Which ftill their ancient nature keep 
By lodging folks difpos'd to ileep. 

The 
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The cottage by fuch feats as thefe 
Grown to a church by juft degrees. 
The hermits then defir'd their holl 
To afk for what he fancy'd moft. 
Philemon, having paus'd a while. 
Returned 'em thanks in homely ftyle ; 
Then faid, my houfe is grpwn fo fine, 
Methinks, I ftill would call it mine : 
I'm old, and fain would live at eafe ; 
Make me the parfon, if you pleafe. 

He fpoke ; and prefently he feels 
His grazier's coat fall down his heels ; 
He fees, yet hardly can believe. 
About each arm a pudding-fleeve ; 
His waiftcoat to a cafTock grew. 
And both affumM a fable hue ; 
But, being old, continued juft 
As thread bare, and as full of dufl. 
His talk was now of tythes and dues ; 
He fmok'd his pipe, and read the news ; 
Knew how to preach old fermons next, 
Vamp'd in the preface and the text; 
At chrill'nings well could ad his part. 
And had the fervice all by heart ; 
Wifti'd women might have children faft. 
And thought whofe fow had farrovv'd laft ; 
Againft Diflenters would repine. 
And ftood up firm for Right Divine ; 



Foai 
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Found his head fiU'd with many a fyftem : 
But claffic authors, — he ne'er mifs'd 'em. 

Thus having fiirbifh'd up a parfon. 
Dame Baucis next they play'd their farce on. 
Inftead of hpme-fpun coifs, were ieen 
Good pinners edg'd with colberteen j 
Her petticoat, trarisform'd a-pace. 
Became black fattin flounc'd with lace. 
Plain goody would no longer down; 
'Twas madam, in her grbgram gown. 
Philemon was in great furprize. 
And hardly could believe his eyes, 
Amaz'd to fee her look fo prim ; 
And ihe admir'd as much at him. ' 

Thus happy in their change of life 
Were fev'ral years this man and wife 5 
When on a day which prov'd their lall, 
Difcouriing o'er old ftories paft. 
They went by chance amidft their talk 
To the church-yard to take a walk ; 
When Baucis haftiiy cry'd out. 
My dear, I fee your forehead fprout ! 
Sprout ! quoth the man ; what's this you tell us ? 
I hope you don't believe me jealous : 
But yet, methinks, I feel it true ; 
And really yours is budding toe 
Nay, — now I cannot flir my foot ; 
It feels as if 'twere taking root. 

Defcription 
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Defcription wonld but tire my mufe ; 
In fhort, they both were turn*d to yews. 

Old goodman Dobfon of the green j 
Remembers he the trees has feen ; 
IIc'il ulk of them from noon till night. 
And goes with folks to fhew the fight ; 
On Sundays, after evening pray'r. 
He gathers all the parifh there ; 
Points out the place of either yew ; 
Here Baucis^ there Philemon grew : 
Till once a parfbn of onr town 
To mend his bam cut Baucis down ;. 
At which 'tis hard to be belier'd 
How much the other tree was griev'cl. 
Grew fcrubby, dy'd a-top, was ftunted ; 
So the next parfon ftubb'd and burnt it. 



Thi 
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The Story of Teribazus and Ariana, 

By Mr. Glover. 

AMID the van of Perfia was a youth 
Nam'd Teribazus, not for golden ilores. 
Nor for wide paftures, traversed o'er with herds. 
With bleating thoufands, or with bounding fteed3# 
Nor yet for pow'r, nor fplendid honours fam*d. 
Rich was his mind in ev'ry art divine. 
And through the paths of fcience had he walk*d 
The votary of wifdom. In the years, 
W|mi tender down invefb the ruddy cheek, 

. Hijfefch the Magi tum'd the hallow'd page 

^ Of Zoroaftres ; then his tow'ring foul 

BHtah on the plumes of contemplation ibir'd, 

WMH^mm the lofty Babylonian fane 

With learn'd Chaldeans trac'd the myftic fphere ; 
There numbered o'er the vivid fires, that gleam 
Upon the dufky bofom of the night. 
Nor on the fands of Ganges were unheard 
The Indian fages from fequefter'd bow'rs. 
While, as attention wonder'd, they difclos'd 
The pow'rs of nature ; whether in the woods. 
The fruitful glebe, or flow'r, or healing plant. 
The limpid waters, or the ambient air. 
Or in the purer element of fire. 
The fertile plains, where great Sefoilris reign'd, 

Myllerious 
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Myilerious Mgypt, next the youth furvey*d 

From Elephantis, where impetuous Nile 

Precipitates his waters, to the Tea, 

Which far below receives the fev'nfold flream. 

Thence o'er th' Ionic coaft he ftray'd, nor pafs*d 

Miletus by, which once inraptur'd heard 

The tongue of Thales ; nor Priene's walls. 

Where wifdom dwelt with Bias ; nor the feat 

Of Pittacus along the Leibian ihore. 

Here too melodious numbers charm'd his ear. 

Which liow'd from Orpheus, and Mufaeus old. 

And thee, O father of immortal verfe, 

Maeonides, whofe flrains through ev'ry age 

Time with his own eternal lip fhall iing. 

Back to his native Sufa then he turnM 

His wandring fteps. His merit foon was dear 

To Hyperanthes generous and good. • 

And Ariana, from Darius fprung 

With Hyperanthes, of th' imperial race. 

Which rurd th* extent of Afia, in difdain 

Of all her greatneis oft an humble ear 

To hiih would bend, and liAen to his voice. 

Her charms, her mind, her virtue he explor'd 

Admiring. Soon was admiration chang'd 

To love, nor lov'd he fooner, than defpair'd. 

But unreveal'd and fiient was his pain ; 

Nor yet in folitary fhades he roam'd. 

Nor ihuu'd reiort : but o'er his forrows caft 

A 
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A fickly dawn of gladnefs, and in fmiles 
Conceal'd his anguifh j while the fecret flame 
Rag'd in his bofom, and its peace confum'd: 
His heart flill brooding o'er thefe mournful thoughts. 

Can I, O wifdom, feek relief from thee. 
Who doft approve my paffion ? From the pow'r 
Of beauty only thou wouldft guard my heart. 
But here thyfelf art charm'd, where foftnefs, grace. 
And ev'ry virtue dignify delire ; 
Yet thus to love difpairing is to prove 
The -(harpeft iorrow, which relentlefs fate 
Can from her ftore of woes inflidl on life : 
But dofl not thou this moment warn my foul 
To fly the fatal charmer ? Do I paufe ? 
Back to the wife .Chaldaeans will I go. 
Or wander on the Ganges ; where to heav'n 
With thee my elevated foul fliall tow'r. 
With thee the fecrets of the earth unveil. 
There no tumultuous paflion fhall moleft 
My tranquil hours, and cv'ry thought be calm. 
O wretched Teribazus ! all confpires 
Againft thy peace. Oar mighty lord prepares 
To overwhelm tlie Grecians. Ev'ry youth 
Attends the war, and I, who late have pois'd 
With no inglorious arm the fbldier's lance. 
And near the fide of Hyperanthes fought, 
MuH join the throng. How therefore can I fly 

From Ariana ! who with Afla's queens 

Tb« 
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The fplendid camp of Xerxes will adorn. 
Then be it fo. Again I will adore 
Her gentle virtue. Her delightfiil tongue. 
Her graceful fwcetnefs fhall again difFufe 
Refiftlefi magic through my ravifh'd heart ; 
And thus when love, v/ith double rage inflam*d. 
Swells to dil^raftion in my torrar'd breaft. 
Then — but in vain through darknefs do I feardi 
My fate : defpair and fortune be my guides. 

The hour arriv'd, when Xerxes firft advanced 
His arms from Safa's gates. The Perfian dames 
(So were accuftom'd all the eaftem fair) 
In fumptuous cars accompanied his march ; 
And Ariana grac'd the beauteous train. 
From morn till ev'ning Teribazus guards 
Her pafTing wheels ; his arm her weight fuflains 
With trembling pleafure often, as fhe mounts 
Th* imperial chariot ; his afliduous hand 
From each pure fountain wafts the living flood : 
Nor feldem by the fair one's (oft command 
Would he repofe him, at her feet reclin'd. 
While o'er his lips her lovely forehead bow'd. 
Won with his grateful eloquence, that foothM 
With fweet variety the tedious march. 
Beguiling time. He too would then forget 
His cares awhile, in raptures vain intranc'd, 
Delufion all, and fleeting rays of joy. 
Soon overcaft with more intenfe defpair; 

Like 



YOUNG LADIES. 167 

Like wintry clouds^ which opening for a time. 
Tinge their bbcjc ftirts with fcatter'd beams of day ; 
Then, fwiftlydtaCng, on the brows of morn 
Condenfe their horrors, and in thickeft gloom 
The ruddy beauty veil. Such woes opprefs'd 
The Periiaa's heart, not foften'd ; for this day 
His daring valour from the bleeding van 
Oppos'd the frown of adamantine Mars. 
With no tiara were his temples bound. 
The flcnder lance of Afia he d.ifdain'd. 
And her light target. Eminent he mov'd 
In Grecian arms the wonder of his foes. 
Among th' lonians had his ilrenuous limbs 
In war been pradlis'd. A reiplendent cafque 
Flam'd on his head. Before his face and cheft 
Down to the knees his ample (hield was fpread. 
A ponderous afh with fkilful hands he grafp'd. 
Thus arm'd, tremendous in the front he flood. 
Beneath his might two bold Philafians died. 
And three Tegeans, whofe indignant chief. 
Brave Hegefander, vengeance breath'd in vain. 
With flreaming wounds repuls'd. Thus far unmatched 
His ftrength prevailed, when Hyperanthes* voice 
Recall'd his fainting legions. Now each band 
Their languid courage reinforc'd with refl. 
Mean time with Teribazus thus confer'd 
The godlike prince. Thou much deferving youth ! 
O had thy deeds with emulation warm'd ^^ 

The 
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The. frozen hearts of Perfia, Greece had wept 
Her proflrate ranks, not triumph'd is^ im ihame. 
Relaxing now the wearied fight, I wail;*.. 
Till from the camp with-Abradatcs ftrong 
The brave Pharnuchus and Mazseus move. 
And with freih pow'rs renew the drooping war. 
For fince furpafs'd in valour, we muft wafte 
By endlefs numbers, and continual toil. 
The matchlefs ardour of our gallant foes. 

He faid. Immers'd in fadnefs, fcarce replied. 
But to himfelf thus plain'd the am'rous youth. 

Still do I laaguifh, mourning o'er the fame. 
My arm acquires. O wretched heart ! thou feat 
Of conftant forrow, what deceitful fmiles 
Yet canft thou borrow from illuiive hope 
To flatter life. At Ariana's feet 
What iP with fupplicating knees I bow'd, 
Implor'd her pity, and reveal'd my love ? 
Wretch, canft thou climb to yon eiFulgent orh. 
And (hare the fplendors, which irradiate heav'n ? 
Doft thou afpire to that exalted maid. 
Great Xerxes' filler, rivalling the hopes 
Of Afia's purpled potentates and kings ? 
Unlefs within her bofom I infpir'd 
A pailiun fervent as my own, nay more. 
Such as might diflipate each virgin fear. 
And unrellrain'd difclofe its fond defire. 
My hopes are froitlefs. Plung'd in black deijpairj 

He 
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He thus 4-evolv'd, when fuddenly the cries 

Of Aribaeus fmote his peniive ear. 

By mutual danger, and by friendftiip join'd, 

They had been long companions in the toils 

Of war. Together with yiftorious ileps 

The fons of Nile they chac'd, when Mgypt*s pride 

Before the arms of Hyperanthes fell. 

-Stretch'd on the plain, and cover'd o'er with wounds. 

By all abandoned, Teribazus views 

His gallant friend. His languid foul awakes. 

And forth he iflues from the Perlian line. 

The bleeding warriour in his ftrong embrace 

Swift he conveys. By indignation fir'd> 

Pierce from the Grecians Diophantus ruih'd 

Withi loud defiance. Teribazus leaves 

His refcu'd friend. His mafTy targe he rears. 

Advances high his formidable ipear. 

And turns intrepid on th* approaching foe. 

Amazement foUow'd. On he flrode, and ihook 

The plumed honours of his ihining creft. 

Th' ill-fated Greek awaits th' unequal fight ; 

Pierc'd in the throat, with founding arms he falls ; 

Through ev'ry band the Mantineans mourn. 

Upon the flain the yidor fix^d his fight. 

And thus reflected. By thy fplendid arms 

Thou art a Greek of no ignoble rank. 

And from thy fall perhaps am I adorn'd 

With more confpicuous luftre. What if hcav'n 

I Should 
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Should add new vi£tims, like thyiclf, to grace 

My undeferving hand, who knows bat fhe 

Might fmile upon my trophies ? Oh I vain thought! 

Difperfc ye phantomc hopes ! too long, my heart. 

Haft thou in vain contended with thy woes ! 

I Hand ^his moment on the verge of life. 

By fame invited, by defpair impelPd 

'I'o pafs th' irremeable bouAd. No more 

Shall Teribazus backward turn his fleps. 

But here decide his fate. Then beat no more* 

Thou troubled heart, and ev'ry grief be ftill 

Now at th' approach of everlailing peace. 

He ended, when a mighty foe drew nigh f 
Not lefs than Dithyrambus. Ere they join'd. 
The Perfian thus the Thcfpian youth addrefs'd. 

Say, art not thou th' unconquerable Greek, 
Whofe dauntlefs valour mow'd our battle down. 
And fcatter'd nations ? To attempt thy force 
This day I purposed, when our chiefs from fight 
Their hoft withdrew ? That now my fingle arm 
Thou deign 'ft to meet, receive my thanks ; and knowr, 
The thought of conqueft lefs employs my mind. 
Than that by thee I cannot fall with fliame. 

He ceas'd. Thefe words the Thefpian chief retam'd. 
Of all the praifes from thy gen'rous mouth. 
The only ftiare, which juftice bids me claim, 
Ts, that I here adventure to confront 
'I'hy raatchlch llrength. Believe not, that unmarkM 

Woe 
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Were thy great deeds. From yon unbounded camp 
None yet hath equall'd thy vidlorious hand. 
JBut whence thy armour of the Grecian form ? 
Whence thy tall fpear? thy helmet? whence the 

weight 
Of that flrong fhield unlike thy eaftern friends? 

if thou be'll fome fugitive, who, loft 
To liberty and virtue, art become 

A tyrant's vile iiipendiary ; with grief 
That valour, thus triumphant, I behold. 
Which after all its danger, and brave toil, 
JDeferves no honour from the gods, or men. 
Here Teribazus with a iigh xeturn'd. 

1 am to Greece a ftranger, and a wretch 

To thee unknown, who feek, this hour, to die ; 
Though not ignobly, but in death to raife 
My name from darknefs, while I end my woes. 

The Grecian then. I view thee, and I mourn. 
A dignity, which virtue only bears, ^ 

Jlnd refolutioiH on thy brow enthron'd 
{Though grief hath dim'd thy drooping eye) demand 
My veneration ; and whatever be 
The malice of thy fortune, what the cares. 
Which thus infeft thy quiet, they create 
Within my breaft the pity of a friend : 
Why haft thou then compeird me to oppofc 
My arm againft thee, while thy might fupports 
Th' unjuft ambition of malignant kings, 

12" Thfe 
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I'/ie foes to virt.ie, liberty, and peace ? 
Vet free from rage, or enmit}', I lift 
My adverfe javelin. Viftory I aik. 
Tin' life may fete for happier hours rcfervc. 

This faid, their beaming hinces they protend. 
Of hoftile hade, or fury both devoid ; 
As on the Illhmian, or Olympic iand 
For fame alone contending. Either hod, 
Pois'd on their fpeers, in iilent wonder gassM. 
The fight begins, when foon the Grecian lance. 
Which, all the day in conflant battle worn, 
Unnumbcr'd (hields and corfelets had transtix'd 
Againft the Periian target, fhiv'ring, breaks^ 
Its mailer's hand difarming. Then began 
The fenfe of honour, and the dread of fhame 
To (well in Dithyrambus. Undifmay'd 
He grapples with the foe, and inftant feiz'd 
The threatning javelin, ere th' uplifted arm 
Could execute the meditated wound. 
The weap6n burft betwixt their ftruggling liands. 
They loofe their grafp, and bare their fliiiiing fwords. 
With equal fwiftnefs to defend, or charge. 
Each adtive youth advances, or recedes. 
On ev'ry fide they trav dired. 

Obliquely now the whe ^^eicend. 

Still is the conflift dul ^kSreek 

Diffembling points his h. 

His arm deprcfs'd, as o 
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While with his buclcler cautious he repelb 
The blovsrs repeated from th' exulting foe. 
Greece trembles for her hero. Joy pervades 
The Afian ranks, and Hyperanthes ftrides 
Before the line, preparing to receive 
His friend triumphant. Teribazus now 
PrefsM with redoubled efforts. Still the Greek 
Suflains th' afTauk, defenfive, and at lafl. 
As with unguarded fury of his ftrokes 
Th' unwary Perfian fideways fwung his targe. 
The fatal moment Dithyrambus watch'd. 
And, darting forward with his feet outftretch'cfy 
His falchion buries in th^ obnoxious fide. 
A^dion, grief, and terror wiog the fpeed 
Of Hyperanthes. From his bleeding foe 
The Greek retires, not diftant, and awaits 
The eaftern prince. But he with wat'ry cheeks. 
And dumb with forrow, claips his dying friend. 
From whofe cold lip with interrupted phrafe 
Thefe accents broke. O dearefl, beft of men ! 
My heart is fruitful with ten thoufand thoughts 
Of gratitude and love to theb ; but fate 
Denies my voice the utterance. O my friend ! 

Hyperanthes ! hear my tongue unfold. 

What thou (houldil ne'er have known before this 

hour; 
When, as I open all my fccret foul, 

1 may at once retire, and veil my eyes 

I J h' 
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In endlefs night : nor thou prcfumption deem.^ 
What with my dying breath I here dividge. 
I love thy fi&cr. With defpair I lov'd. 
And thence perhaps untimely is my date ; 
Though, witnefs heav'n, without regret I bleed 
With honour thus in Perlia's- fight and thine. 

He ceas'd : th' inexorable hand of fate 
Weigh'd down his eyelids, and the gloom of death. 
His fleeting fight eternally o'erfhades. 
Him on Choafpes o'er the blooming verge 
His frantic mother fhajl bewail, and llrew 
Her filver trelTes in the cryftal tide ; 
While all the (hore re-echoes to the name 
Of Teribazus loft. 

In fable pomp with all her fiarry tram 
The night afTum'd her throne. Recalled from war> 
Her long-protrafted labours Greece forge ts>. 
Diflblv'd in filent flumber ; all but thofe. 
Who watch'd th' uncertain perils of the dark^. 
An hundred warriors :. Agis was their chitf. 
High on the wall intent the hero fat. 
As o'er the furface of the tranquil main 
Along its undulating breall.the wind 
The various din of Afia's hoft conyey'd,: 
In one deep murmur fwelling in his ear : 
When, by the found of footlleps down the pafs 
AIaxxn,'4a. he, qaljs aloud. What feet are thofe, 

WhicK 
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V^ich beat the echoing pavement of the rock ? 
With fpeed reply, nor tempt your inflant fate. 

He faid, and thus return'd a voice unknown. 
Not with the feet of enemies we come. 
But crave admittance with a friendly tongue. 

The Spartan anfwers. Through the midnight 
fhade 
What purpofe draws your wand'ring fleps abroad ? 

To whom the ftranger. We are friends to Greece, 
A nd to the prefence of the Spartan king 
Admiffion we implore. The cautious chief 
Of Lacedaemon helitates again; 
When thus with accents mufically fweet 
A tender voice his wondring ear allur'd 

O Gen'rous Grecian, liften to the pray'r 
Of one diftrefs'd ! whom grief alone hath led 
In this dark hour to thefe victorious tents, 
A wretched woman innocent of fraud. 

The Greek defcending through th* unfolded gates 
Upheld a flaming brand. One firft appear'd 
In fervile garb attir'd; but near his fide 
A woman graceful and majeftic flood ; 
Not with an afpeft rivalling the pow'r 
Of fatal Hellen, or the wanton charms 
Of love's foft queen : but fuch as far excell'd. 
Whatever the lily, blending with the rofe, 
Faiuts on the cheek of beauty foon to fade ; 
S-Uch, as exprefs'd a mind, which wifdom rul?d, 

I 4. And 
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And fweetnefs temper'd, virtue's pureft light 

Illumining the countenance divine. 

Yet could not footh remorfelefs fate, nor teach 

Malignant fortune to revere the good. 

Which oft with anguifli rends the fpotlefs heart,. 

And oft affociates wifdom with de/pair. 

In courteous phrafe began the chief humane. 

Exalted fair, who thus adorn'il the night. 
Forbear to blame the vigilance of war^ 
And to the laws of rigid Mars impute. 
That I thus long unwilling have delay'd 
Before the great Leonidas to place 
This your apparent dignity and worth. 

He fpake, and gently to the lofty tent 
Of Sparta's king the lovely ftranger guides* 
At Agis' fummons with a mantle broad 
His mighty limbs Leonidas infolds^ 
And quits his couch. In wonder he furveys 
Th* illuftrious virgin, whom his prefence aw'd ; 
Her eye fubmiffive to the ground inclined 
With veneration of the godlike man. 
But foon his voice her anxious dread difpell'd. 
Benevolent and hofpitable thus. 

Thy form alone, thus amiable and great. 
Thy mind delineates, and from all commands 
Supreme regard. Relate, thou noble dame. 
By what relentlefs dciliny compelled. 
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Thy tender feet the paths of darknefs tread. 
Rehearfe th' afflidbions, whence thy virtue mourns. 

On her wan cheek a fudden blufti arofe. 
Like day's firft dawn upon the twilight pale, 
And> wrapt in grief, thefe words a paflage broke : 

If to be moil unhappy, and to know. 
That hope is irrecoverably fled ; 
If to be great and wretched may deferve 
Commiferation from the good ; behold. 
Thou glorious leader of unconquer'd bands. 
Behold defcended from- Darius' loins 
Th' afflided Ariana, and my pray'r 
Accept with pity, nor my tears difdainT 
Firft, that I lov'd the bell of human race. 
By nature's hand with ev'ry virtue form'd. 
Heroic, wife, adorn'd with ev'ry art ; 
Of fhame unco.ifcious does my heart reveal. 
This day, in Grecian arms confpicuous clad. 
He fought, he fell. A paffion long conceal'd 
For me alas 1 within my brother's arms 
His dying breath religning, he difclos'd. 
—Oh I will ilay my forrows 1 will forbid 
My eyes to flream before thee, and my heart. 
Thus, fulrof anguiih, will from fighs rellrain I 
For why fhould thy humanity be griev'd 
With my diflrefs, and learn from, me to mourn 
The lot of nature, doom'd to care and pain ! 

I 5 Hear 
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Hear then, O king, and grant my fole reqdefF,^. 
To feek his body in the heaps of flain. 

Thus to the Spartan fu'd the- regal maid, 
Refembling Ceres in majeftic woe. 
When, fupplicant at Jove's refplendent throne>. 
From dreary Pluto, and th*' infernal gloom. 
Her lov'd and loft Proferpina (he fought : 
FixMon the weeping queen with ftedfaft eyes, 
Laconia's chief thefe tender thoughts recall'd; 

Such are thy forrows, O for ever dear I 
Who now at Lacedaemon doft deplore 
My everlafting abfence ! then inclin'd 
His head, and figh'd ; nor yet forgot to charge- 
Hi s friend, the gentle Agis, through the ftraits 
The Perfian princefs to attend and aid. 
With careful fteps they feek her lover's corfe. 
The Greeks remembcr'd, where by fate reprefs'd^^ 
His arm firft ceas'd to mow their legions down. 
And from beneath a mafs of Perlian flain 
Soon drew the hero, by his armour known. 
To Agis' high pavilion they refort. 
Now, Ariana, what tranfcending pangs 
Thy foul involv'd? What horror dafp'd thy heart t 
But love grew mightieft, and her beauteous limbs 
Oh the cold breafk of Teribazus threw 
The grief-diftra6led maid. The clotted gore 
Deform'd her fnowy bofom. O'er his wounds 

Loofc 
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Loofe flow'd her hair, and babbling from her eyes. 
Impetuous forrow lav'd the purple clay. 
When forth in groans her lamentations broke : 

O torn for ever from my weeping eyes ! 
Thou, who defpairing to obtain her heart. 
Who then moft lov'd thee, didft untimely yield 
Thy life to fate's inevitable dart 
For her, who now in agony unfolds 
Her tender bofom, and repeats her vows 
To thy deaf ear, who fondly to her own 
Now clafps thy breaft infeniible and cold. 
Alas ! do thofe unmoving, ghaflly orbs 
Perceive my gufhing anguifh ! Does that heart. 
Which death's inanimating hand hath chill'd. 
Share in my f«fF- rings,, and return my fighs I 
•—Oh ! bitter unfurmountable diitrefs ! 
Lo ! on thy breaft is Ariana bow'd. 
Hangs o'er thy face, unites her cheek to thine 
Not now to liften with enchanted ears 
To thy perfuafive eloquence, no more 
Charm'd with the wifdom of thy copious mind ! 

She could no more. Invincible defpair 
Supprefs'd her utt'rance. As a marble form, 
Eix'd Oft the folemn fepulcher, unmov'd 
O'er fome dead hero, whom his country lov*d,^ 
Bends down the head with imitated woe : 
So paus'd the princefs o'er the breathlefs clay, 

I' 6^ Intranc'd 



i8o1 POEMS FOR 

Intnmc'd in forrow. On the dreary wouind, 
. Where Dithyrambus' fword was deepeft plungM; 
- K^iue^for a fpace> and xnotionlefs fhe^z'd. 
The'rf^itha Jodk unchang'd^ nor trembling hand 
Drew forth a poniard, which her garment veiPd, 
And, fheathing in her heart th' abhorred fteel> 
On her flain Ipver, filent fmks in death* 
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MARRIAGE, a Vision. 

By Dr, Cotton. 

Infcribed to Mifs * * * ♦ 

FAIREST, this vifion is thy due^ 
I fbrm'd th' inflrudlive plan for you. 
Slight not the rules of thoughtful age. 
Your welfare actuates every page ; 
But ponder well my facred theme. 
And tremble, while you read my dream- 

Thofe awefiil words> " 'Till death do part^'* 
May well alarm the youthful heart : 
No after-thought when once a .wife ; 
The die is caft, and call for life ;, 
Yet thoufands venture ev*ry day„ 
As fome bafe pafCon leads the way. 
Pert Silvia talks of wedlock-fcenes, 
Tho' hardly entered on- her teens ; 
Smiles on her whining (park, and hears 
The fugar'd fpeech with raptur'd. ears ;. 
Impatient of a parent's rule„ 
She leaves her fire and weds a fool ;^ 
Want enters at the guardlefc door. 
And Love is fled, to come no more. 

Some few there are of fordid mould. 
Who barter youth and. bl90in for gold i 

Carelefs 
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Carelcfs with what, or whom they mate,^ 
Their ruling pa0iDn's all for ftate. 
But Hymen,, gen'rous, juft, and kind,. 
Abhors the mercenary mind': 
Such rebels groan bejieath his rod^. 
For Hymen's a vindidive God : 
Be joylefs ev'ry night, he faid. 
And barren be their nuptial bed. 

Attend, my fair, to wifdom's voice^ 
A better fate ihall crown thy choice. 
A married life, to fpcak the beft,. 
Is all a lottery confe(t : . 
Yet if my feir one will be wife, 
I will infiire my girl a prize ; 
Tho' not a prize to matck thy worth,.. 
Perhaps thy equal's not on earth. 

*Tis an important point tp know, . 
There's no perfeAion here below. 
Man's an odd compound, after all. 
And ever has been fince the fall. 
Say, that he loves you from his (bul,. 
Still man is proud, nor brooks controul.'. 
And tho' a.flave in love's foft fchool,, 
In wedlock claims his right to rule. 
The beft, in ihort, has faults about him. 
If few thofe faults, you mud not flout him. 
With Tome, indeed, you can't difpenfe> 
As want of temper, and of fenfe.. 



Fofr 
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For when the fun deferts the fkies. 
And the dull winter evenings rife^ 
Then for ahufband's focial pow'r. 
To form the calm> con ver five hour r 
The treafures of thy breaflrexplore. 
From that rich mine to, draw the ore ;: 
Fondly each generous thought refine ;_ 
And give thy native gold to ihine ; 
Shew thee, as really thou art^, 
Tho' fair, yet fairer ftill at heart. 

Say, when life's purple bloflbms fade,. 
As foon they muft, thou. charming maid ;. 
When kl thy cheeks the rofes .die> 
And iicknefs clouds that brilliant eye ; 
Say, when or age or pains invade,. 
And thofe dear limbs fhall call for aid ;. 
If thou art fetter'd to a fool. 
Shall not his tranfient paflion cool ? 
And >Mhen thy health and beauty end>. 
Shall thy wealc mate perfiA a friend I. 
But to a man of fenfe, my dear, 
Ev'n then thou lovely (halt appear ; 
He'll fhare the griefs that wound thy hearty. 
And weeping claim, the larger part ;- 
Tho' age impairs that beauteous face^. 
He'll prize the pearl beyond its cafe.. 

In wedlock when< the fexes meetj. 
Friendfhip is only Iben complete* 

•' Blcft 
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** Bleft ftate ! where fouls each other draw^ 

*' Where love is liberty and law !" 

The choiceft bleffing found below. 

That man can wilh, or heaven beftow ! 

Truft me, thefe raptures are divine. 

For lovely Chloe once was mine I 

Nor fear the varnifli of my flile^ 

Tho' poet, I'm eftrang^'d to guile. 

Ah me ! my faithful lips impart 

The genuine language of my heart ? 

When bard* extol their patrons high. 
Perhaps 'tis gold extorts the lye ; 

Perhaps the poor reward of bread 

But who burns incenfe to the dead ! 
He, whom a fond affedion draws, 
Carelefs of cenfure, or applaufe ; 
Whofe foul is upright and iincere, 
With nought to wifh, and nought to fear* 

Now to my vifionary fcheme. 
Attend, and profit by my dream. 

Amidil the flumbers of the night 
A ftately temple irofe to fight ; 
And ancient as the human race. 
If Nature's purpofes you trac«. 
This fane, by all the wife rever'd. 
To Wedlock's pow'rful God was rear'd.. 
Hard by I faw a graceful fage. 
His locks were froftcdo'er by age ;. 



Hi» 
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His garb was plain> his mind ferene^ 
And wifdom dignify'd his mien. 
With curious fearch his name I fought^ 
And found 'twas Hymen's fav'rite — Thoughts 

Apace the giddy crowds advance. 
And a lewd fatyr led the dance ; 
I griev'd to fee whole thoufands run. 
For oh ! what thoufands are undone ! 
The fage, when thefe mad troops he fpy'd. 
In pity flew to join their fide ; 
The difconcerted pairs began 
To rail againft him to a man ; 
Vow'd they were flrangersto his name. 
Nor knew from whence the dotard came. 

But mark the fequel— for this truth 
Highly concerns impetuous youth : 
Long ere the honey moon cou'd wane„ 
Perdition feiz'd on ev'ry twain ; 
At ev'ry houfe, and all day long. 
Repentance ply'd her fcorpion thong ; 
Difguft was there with frowning mien. 
And ev'ry wayward child of fpleen. 

Hymen approach'd his aweful fane,. 
Attended by a numerous train : 
Love with each ibft and namelefs grace. 
Was firft in favour ahd in place : 
Then came the God with folemn gait^ 
Whofe ev'ry word was big with fate ; 

His 
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His hand a Haming taper bore>^ 

That facred fymbol, fam^d of yore r. 

Virtue, adorn'd with ev'ry charm, 

Suftain'd the God's incumbent arm :: 

Beauty improved the glowing fcene 

With all the rofes of eighteen r 

Youth led the gayly fmiling fair. 

His purple pinions wav'd in air : 

Wealth, a clofe hunks^ \valk'd hobbling nigltj^ 

With vulture-claw, and eagle-eye. 

Who threefcore years had feen, or mor*,, 

(*Tis faid his coat had feen a fcore ;) 

Proud was the wretck, tha* clad in rags,. 

Prefuming much upon his bags. 

A female next her arts difplay*d. 
Poets alone can paint the maid i 
Truft me, Hogarth, (tho* great thy fame) 
*Twould pofe thy fkill to draw the fame j. 
And yet thy mimic pow'r is more 
Than ever painter's was before : 
Now flie was fair as Cygnet's down> 
Now as Mat Prior's Emma, brown ; 
And changing as the changing flow'r,. 
Her drefs Ihe varied every hoar : 
*Twas Fancy, child ! — You know the fair,. 
Who pins your gown, and fets your hair. 

Lo ! the God mounts his throne of ftatc,» 
And fits the arbiter of fate : 



His 
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His head with radiant glories drefl> 

Gently reclin'd on Virtue's breaft : / 

Love took his ftation on the right. 

His quiver beam'd with golden lighK 

Beauty ufurp'd the fecond place. 

Ambitious of diftinguiih'd grace ; 

She claim'd this ceremonial joy* 

Bccaufc related to the boy ; 

(Said it was her's to point his dart„ 

And fpeed its paflage to the heart) 

While on the God's inferior hand 

Fancy and Wealth obtain 'd their ftand> 

And now the hallow'd rites proceed,. 
Allii now a dioufand heart-firings bleed.. 
I faw a blooming trembling bride, 
A toothlefs lover join'd her fide ; 
Averfe Ihe turn'd her weeping face. 
And fhudder'd at the cold embrace. 

But various baits their force impart ;; 
Thus titles lie at Celia's heart t 
A paffion much too foul to name. 
Cods fupercilious prudes their fame : 
Prudes wed to publicans and finners,^ 
The hungry poet wed3 for dinners. 

The God with frctwn indignant view.'d; 
The rabble covetous or lewd ; 
By ev'ry vice his altars ftain'd, 

Ky ev'ry fpolhis rites grofau'd.: 

Whcm 
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WBcn Love complain'd of Wealth aloudi. 
Affirming Wealth debauch'd the crowd'; 
Drew up in form his heavy charge, 
Deiiring to be heard at large. 

The God confents, the throng divide. 
The young efpous'd the plaintiff 's fide ; 
The old' declared for the defendant. 
For age is money's fworn attendant. 

Love faid, that wedlock was de&gn*dt 
By gracious heav'n to match the mind ;: 
To pair the tender and the juft. 
And his the delegated truft : 
That Wealth had play*d a knavilh parr. 
And taught the tongue to wrong the heart ; 
But what avails the faithlefs voice ? 
The ihjur'd heart difdains the choice ■ 

Wealth ftrait reply'd, that Love was blind. 
And talk'd at random of the mind ; 
That killing eyes, and bleeding hearts. 
And all th' artillery of darts. 
Were long ago exploded fancies. 
And laugh'd at even in romances ;• 
Poets indeed flilelove a treat. 
Perhaps for want of better meat : 
And love miglit be delicious fare, 
Cou'd we, like poets, live on air. 
But grant that angels feail on love,. 
(Thofe purer eflences above) 



Yet 
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ITet Albion's fons, he underftood. 
Preferred a more fubftantial food. 
Thus while with gibes he drefs'd his caufe. 
His grey admirers hemm'd applaufe. 

With fceming conqueft pert and proud. 
Wealth fhook his fides and chuckled load ; 
When Fortune, to refbain his pride. 
And fond to favour Love befide. 
Opening the mifer's tape-ty'd veil, 
Difclos'd the cares which ftung his breaft ; 
Wealth flood abafh'd at his difgrace. 
And a deep crimfbn flufh'd his face. 

Love fweetly fimper'd at the fight. 
His gay adherents laugh'd outright. 
The God, tho' grave his temper, fmil'd, 
- J?ijr Hymen dearly prized the child. 
Bolt he who triumphs o'er his brother. 
In turn is laugh'd at by another. 
Such cruel fcores we often find 
Repaid the criminal in kind. 
For Poverty, that famifh*d fiend ! 
Ambitious of a wealthy friend, 
Advanc'd into^the mifer's place. 
And flar'd the flripling in the face ; 
WTiofe lips grew pale, and cold as clay ; 
I thought the chit would fwoon away. 

The God was fludious to empldy * 
His cares to aid the vanquifh'd boy : 

And 
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And therefore ifiu*d his decree, 
-That the two parties flrait agree. 
When both obey*d the God's commands. 
And Love and Riches join'd their hands. 

What wond'rous change in each was wrought. 
Believe me, fair, furpaffes thought. 
If Love had many charms before. 
He now had charms, ten thoufand more. 
If Wealth had ferpents in his breall. 
They now were dead, or luU'd to reft. 

Beauty, that vain afFefted thing. 
Who join'd the Hymeneal ring, 
Approach'd with round unthinking face. 
And thus the trifler ftates her cafe. 

She faid, that Love's complaints, 'twas known, 
Exadily tally'd with her own ; 
That Wealth had learn'd the felon's arts. 
And robb'd her of a thoufand hearts ; 
Defiring judgment againft Wealth, 
For falfehood, perjury, and ftealth : 
All which Ihe cou'd on oath depofe. 
And hop'd the court would flit his nofe. 

But Hymen, when he heard her name, 
Call'd her an interloping dame ; 
Look'd thro' the crowd with angry flate. 
And blam'd the porter at the gate. 
For giving entrance to the fair. 
When (tic was no effential there. 

To 
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To fink thi« hanghty tyrant's pride, 
. He order'd Fancy td^^r^de. 
Hence when debates on beauty rife. 
And each bright fair difputes the prize. 
To Fancy's court we ftrait apply. 
And wait the fentence of her eye ; 
In Beauty's realms fhe holds the feals» 
And her awards preclude appeals. 



Tmb 
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The F A-N. 
By Mr. Gay. Book. I. 

IS I N G that graceful toy, whofe waving play 
With gentle gales relieves the fultry day. 
Not the wide fan by Perfian dames difplay'd. 
Which o'er their beauty cafts a grateful (hade ; 
Nor that long known in China's artful land. 
Which, while it cools the face, fatigues the hand : 
Nor Ihall the mufe in Aiian climates rove. 
To feck in Indoilan fome fpicy grove. 
Where ftretch'd at eafe the panting lady lies. 
To (hun the fervor of meridian fkies. 
While fweating flaves catch ev'ry breeze of air. 
And with wide-Tpreading fans refreih the fair ; 
No bufy gnats her pleafmg dreams moleft. 
Inflame her cheek, or ravage o'er her brcail. 
But artificial zephyrs round her fly. 
And mitigate the fever of the Iky. 

Stay, wand'ring mufe, nor rove in foreign climes. 
To thy own native fliore confine thy rhymes, 
Afliil, ye nine, your loftieft notes employ. 
Say what celeflial Ikill contriv'd the toy ; 
Say how this inllrument of love began. 
And in immortal flrains difplay the fan. 

Strephon had long confefs'd his am'rous pain. 
Which gay Corinna rally'd with difdain : 

Sometimes 
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Sometimes in broken words he figh'd his care, 
. Look'd pale, and trembled when he view'd the fair ; 
With bolder freedoms now the youth advanc'd. 
He drefs'd, he laugh'd, he fung, he rhym'd, he danc'd 2 
' Now calPd more powerful prefents to his aid. 
And, to feduce the miftrefs, brib'd the maid 5 
Smooth flatt'ry in her fofter hours apply*4» . 
The fureft charm to bind the force of pride : 
Bat ilill unmov'd remains the fcornful dame, 
Infults her captive, and derides his flame^ 
When Strephon faw his vows difpers'd in air. 
He fought in folitade to lofe his care ; 

* Relief in folitude he fought in vain. 

It fervid, like mufic^ but to feed his pain, 

• To Venus now the flighted boy complains. 
And calls the goddefs in thefe tender llrains. 

O potent queen, from Neptune's empire fprung, 
Whofe' glorious birth admiring Nereids fung. 
Who 'midil the fragrant plains of Cyprus rove, 
Whofe radiant prefence gilds the Paphian grove. 
Where to thy name a thoufand altars rife. 
And curling clouds of incenfe hide the fkies : 
O beauteous Goddefs, teach me how to move, 
Inipire my tongue with eloquence of love* 
1£ loft Adonis e'er thy bofom warm'd. 
If e'er his eyes, or godlike figure charm'd. 
Think on thofe hours when firft you felt the dart. 
Think on the reftlefs {ever of thy heart ; 

K Think 
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Think how you pin'd in abfence of the iwai^ : 
By thofe uneafy minutes know my pain. 
Ev'n while Cydippe to Diana bows. 
And at her ihrine renews her virgin vows. 
The lover, taught by thee, her pride overcame ; 
She reads his oaths, and feels an equal flame : 
Oh, may my flame, like thine, Acontius, prove. 
May Venus didate, and reward my love. 
When crowds of fuitors Atalanta try'd. 
She wealth, and beauty, wit and fame defy'd : 
Each daring lover with adventurous pace 
Purfu'd his wiflies in the dang'rous race ; 
Like the fwift hind, the bounding dam(el flies. 
Strains to the goal, the diftancM lover dies. 
Hippomenes, O Venus, was thy care. 
You taught the fwain to flay the flying foir. 
Thy golden prefent caught the virgin*s eyes. 
She (loops ; he rufhes on, and gain$ the prize. 
Say, Cyprian deity, what gift, what art. 
Shall humble into love Corinna's heart ; 
If only fome bright toy can charm her fight. 
Teach me what prefent may fufpend her flight. 
Thus the defponding youth his flame declares. 
The goddefs with a nod his paffion hears. 
Far in Cythera flands a fpacious grove. 
Sacred to Venus and the God of love ; 
Here, the luxuriant myrtle rears her head ; 
Like the tall oak the fragrant branches ipread ; 

Heit 
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Here nature all her fweets profufcly pours. 

And paints th* enamelPd ground with various flowVs ; • 

Deep in the gloomy glade a grotto bends. 

Wide through the craggy rock an arch extends. 

The rugged ftone is cloath'd with mantling vines. 

And round the cave the creeping woodbine twines. 

Here bufy Cupids, with pernicious art. 
Form the ftifF bow, and forge the fatal dart ; 
All fhare the toil ; while fome the bellows ply. 
Others with feathers teach the (hafts to fly : 
Some with joint force whirl round the ftony wheel. 
Where ftreams the fparkling fire from tempered fteel 
Some point their arrows with the niceft ikill. 
And with the warlike ftore their quivers fill. 

A different toil another forge employs ; 
Here the loud hammer fafhions female toys. 
Hence is the fair with ornament fupply'd. 
Hence fprung the glitt'ring implements of pride ; 
Each trinket that adorns the modern dame, 
Firfl to thefe little artifls ow'd its frame. 
Here an unfinifti'd di'mond crofslet lay. 
To which foft lovers adoration pay ; 
There was the polifh'd cryftal bottle feen. 
That with quick fcents revives the modifh fpleen : 
Here the yet rude unjointed fnulF-box lies. 
Which ferves the rally'd fop for fmart replies j 
There piles of paper rofe in gilded reams. 
The future records of the lover's flames ; 

K 2 Here 
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Here clouded canes 'midft heaps of toys af« fband. 
And inlaid tweezer-cafes Urow the ground. 
There ftands the toilette^ nurfery of charms, . 
Completely fbrnifh'd with bright beauty's arms ? 
The patch, the powder-box, pulville, perfumes. 
Pins, paint, a flattering glafs, and black iead combs. 

The toilfome hoars in different labour Aide, 
Some work the ile, and fome the graver guide ; 
Prom the loud anvil the quick blow rebounds. 
And their xais'd arms defcend in tuneful ibuads^ 
Thus when Semiramis, in ancient days. 
Bid Babylon her mighty bulwarks raife 5 
A fwarm of lab'rers diff'rent talks attend z 
Here pullics make the ponderous oak afcend. 
With echoing Arokes the cragged quarry groans. 
While there ^e chiffel forms the Ihapelefs^ftoncs ; 
The weighty mallet deals refbunding blows, 
'TilJ die proud battlement her tow'rs enclofc. 

Now Venus mounts her car, (he fliakes the reins. 
And ileers her turtles to Cythera's plains 5 
Strait to the grot with graceful ftep ihfe goes. 
Her loofe ambrofial hair behind her flows : 
The fwelling bellows heave for breath no more. 
All drop their iilent hammers on the floor ; 
In deep fufpence the mighty labour (hinds. 
While thus the goddefs fpoke her mild commands. 

Induilrions loves, your prefent toils forbear, 
A xnore important talk demands your care ; 

Long 
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I.Ottg ha* the fcheme employ'd my thoughtful mind. 
By judgment ripcn'd, and by time refin'd* 
That glorious bird,- have ye not often feen. 
Who draws the car of the celeftial queen ? 
Have ye not oft furvey'd his varying dyes. 
His tail all gilded o*er with Argus* eyes ? 
Have ye not feen. him in the funny day 
Unfurl his plumes, and all his pride difplay, 
Then-fiiddenly contradl his dazzling train. 
And with long-trailing feathers fweep the plain ? 
Learn from this hint,^ let this inilrufl your art : 
Thin taper flicks mull from* one center part : 
Let thefe into the quadrant'f (prm divide, 
Thic fpreading ribs with fnowy paper hide ; 
Here ihall the pencil bid its colours flow. 
And make a miniature creation grow. 
JLet the machine in equal foldings clofe. 
And now its plaited furface wide difjpofe. 
So fhall the fair her idle hand employ. 
And grace each motion with the refUefs toy. 
With various play bid grateful zephyrs rife. 
While love in ev'ry grateful zephyr flies. 
The mailer Cupid traces out the lines, 
And with judicious hand the draught defigns ; 
Th' expelling loves with joy the model view. 
And the joint labour eagerly purfue. 
Some flit their arrows with the nicell art. 
And into ^cks convert the fhiver'd dart ; 

K 3 -The 
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The breathing bellows wake the fleeping fire. 

Blow off the cindars, and the fparks afpire ; 

'I'heir arrow's point they foften in the flame^ 

And founding hammers break its barbed frame : 

Of this, the little pin they neatly mold. 

From whence their arms the fpreading flicks unfold ; 

In equal plaits they now the paper bend. 

And at juft diftance the wide ribs extend ; 

Then on the frame they mount the limber fkreen^ 

And finifh inilantly the new machine. 

The goddefs, pleas'd, the curious work receives, 
Romounts her chariot, and the grotto leaves ; 
With the light fan (he moves the yielding air. 
And gales, till then unknown, play round the fair. 

Unhappy lovers, how will you withftand. 
When thefe new arms (hall grace your charmer's hand ? 
In ancient times, when maids in thought were pure. 
When eyes were artlefs and the look demure. 
When the wide rufF the well-turn'd neck enclos'd. 
And heaving breafts within the flays repos'd. 
When the clofe hood conceal'd the modeft ear. 
Ere black-lead combs difown'd the virgin's hair; 
Then in the mufF unaftivc fingers lay, 
Kor taught the fan in fickle forms to play. 

How arc the fex improved in am'rous arts. 
What new-found fnares they bait for human hearts ! 
Now love with fatal airs the nymph fupplies. 
Her drefs difpofes, and diredls her eyes. 

The 
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The boibm now its panting beauty (hows. 
Th' cxperienc'd eye refiftlefs glances throws ; 
Now vary *d patches wander o'er the face. 
And (bike each gazer with a borrowed grace ; 
The fickle head-drefs finks and now afpires 
A tow'ry front of lace on branching wires. 
The curling hair in tortur'd ringlets flows. 
Or round the face in labcHir'd order grows. 

BOOK II. 

Olympus' gates unfold ; in heav'ns high tov^'crs 
Appear in council all th' immortal powers ; 
Great Jove above the reft exalted fate. 
And in his mind revolv'd fucceeding fate^ 
His awful eye with ray fuperior fhone. 
The thunder-grafping eagle guards his throne ; 
On filver clouds the great ailembly laid. 
The whole creation at one view furvey'd. 

But fee, fair Venus comcis in all her date. 
The wanton loves and graces rqund her wait ; 
With her loofe robe officious zephyrs j^ay. 
And flrow with odoriferous flowers the way : 
In her right hand fhe waves the Hutt'ring fan. 
And thus irx melting founds her fpeech began. 

Affembled powers, who fickle mortals guide« 
Who o'er the fea, the ikies and earth prefide. 
Ye fountains whence all human blefiings flow. 
Who pour your bounties on the world below ; 

K 4 Bacchus 
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Bacchus iirfl rais'd and prun'd the climbing vine» 

And taught the grape to ftream with gen^nous wine ; 

Tnduftrious Geres tam'd the favage ground^ 

And pregnant fields with golden harvefts crown'd ; 

Flora with bloomy fweets enrich'd the year. 

And fruitful autumn is Pomona's care. 

J firil taught woman to fubdue mankind^ 

And all her native charms with drefs refin*d : 

CelefHal fynod, this machine furvey. 

That Ihades the face, or bids cool zephyrs play ; 

If confcions blufhes on her cheek arife. 

With this (he veils them from her lover's eyes j 

No leveird glance betrays her am 'reus hearty 

From the fan's ambofh ihe direds the dart. 

The royal fcepter ihines in Juno's hand> 

And twifted thunder {peaks great Jov's command ; 

On Pallas' arm the Gorgon fhield appears. 

And Neptune's mighty grafp the trident bears r 

Ceres is with the bending fickle feen. 

And the lbx>ng bow points out the Cynthian queen ; 

Henceforth the waving fan my hands fhall grace. 

The waving fan fupply the fccpter's place. 

Who fliall, ye powers, the forming pencil hold ? 

What flory fhall the wide machine unfold ^ 

Let loves and graces lead the dance around. 

With myrtle wreaths and flow'ry chaplets crown'd | 

Let Cupid's arrows ftrow the fmiling plains 

With unrefifling nymphs, and am'rous fwains. 

May 
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May glowing pidare o'er the furhce ihine. 
To melt flow virgins with the warm defign. 

Diana rofe ; with filver crefcent crown'd. 
And fix'd her modeil eyes upon the ground ; 
Then with becoming mien ihe rais'd her head. 
And thus with graceful voice the virgin iaid. 

Has woman then forgot all former wiles. 
The watchful ogle, and delufive fmiles ? 
Does man againft her charms too powerful prove. 
Or are the fex grown novices in love ? 
Wiiy then thefe arms ? or why ihould artful eyes. 
From this flight ambufh, conquer by furprize ? 
No guilty thought the fpotlefs virgin knows. 
And o'er her cheek no confcious crimfbn glows ; 
Since blufhes then from ihame aloae arife. 
Why fhould we veil them from her lover*$ eyes ? 
Let Cupid rather give up his command. 
And truH his arrows in a female hand. 
Have not the Gods already cherifh'd pride. 
And woman with defhiidiive arms fupply'd ? 
Neptune on her beflows his choiceH flores. 
For hier the chambers of the deep explores ; 
The gaping ihell its pearly charge reiigns. 
And round her neck the lucid bracelet twines : 
Plutus for her bids earth its wealth unfold. 
Where the warm oar is ripenM into gold ; 
Or where the ruby reddens in the foil, . 
Where the green emerald pays the feaschex's toil.' 

K 5 Does 
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Does not the di'mond fparklc in her ear. 
Glow on her hand, and tremble in her hair f 
From the gay nymph the glancing lufb-e flies>^ 
And imitates the lightning of her eyes* 
But yet if Venus' wilhes muft fucceed. 
And this fantaftic engine be decreed. 
May fome chafte ftory from the pencil flow. 
To (peak the virgin's joy, and Hymen's woe^ 

Here let the wretched Ariadne fland, 
Seduc'dby Thefeus to fome defart land. 
Her locks dilhcvell'd waving in the wind. 
The cryftal tears confefs her tortur'd mind ; 
The perjur'd youth unfurls his treach'rous fails. 
And their white bofoms catch the fwelling gales* 
Be ftill, ye winds, Ihe cries, ftay, Thefeus, ftay j 
But faithlefs Thefeus hears no more than they. 
All defp'rate, to fome craggy cliff flie flies. 
And fpreads a well-known lignal in the fkies ; 
His lefs'ning veflel plows the foamy main. 
She fighs, fh^ calls, flie waves the flgn in vain.. 

Paint Dido there amidil her lad difh-efs. 
Pale cheeks and blood-lhot eyes her grief exprefs r 
Deep in her breafl the reeking fword is drown'd ; 
And guflung blood ilreams purple from the wound r 
Her filler Anna hov'ring o'er her ftands, 
Accufes heav'n with lifted eyes and hands ; 
Upbraids the Trojan with repeated cries. 
And mixes curfes with her broken fighs» 

View 
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View this^ ye maids ; and then each fwain bcflieve $ 
They're Trojans all, and .vow but to deceive. 

Thus may the nymph, whene'er fhe fpreads the fan> 
In his true colours view perfidious man ; 
Pleas'd with her virgin ftate in bre&s rove. 
And never truft the dang'rous hopes of love. 

The goddefs ended. Merry Momus rofe. 
With imiles a^d grins he waggifh glances throwSf 
Then with a noify laugh fbreftalls his joke ; 
Mirth flalhes from his eyes while thus he fpdce. 

Rather let heav*nly deeds be painted, there. 
And by your own examples teach the fair ; 
Let chafte Diana on the piece be feen. 
And the bright crefcent own the Cynthian queen. 

Would you warn beauty not to cherifh pride. 
Nor vainly in the treacherous bloom confide. 
On the machine the fage Minerva place. 
With lineaments of wifdom mark her face ; 
See, where fhe lies near fomie traniparent flood. 
And with her pipe chears the refounding wood : 
Her image in the floating glafs fhe fpies. 
Her bloated cheeks, worn lips, and Ihrivell'd eyes; 
She breaks the guiltlefs pipe, and with difdain 
Its fhatter'd ruins flings upon the plain. 
With the loud reed no more her cheek fhall fwell. 
What, fpoil her face ! no. Warbling flrains farewcL 
Shall arts, fhall fciences employ the fair ? * 

Thofe trifles are beneath Minerva's carci 

K 6 FiQxa 
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From Venus let her learn the married life^ 
And all the virtuous duties of a wife. 
Here on a couch extend the Cyprian dame. 
Let her eye fparkle with the glowing flame ; 
The God of war within her clinging arms. 
Sinks on her lips, and kindles all her charms* 
Eaint limping Vulcan with a hufhand's care. 
And let his brow the cuckold's honours wear ; 
Beneath the net the captive lovers place. 
Their limbs entangled in a clofe embrace^ 
Let thefe amours adorn the new machine,. 
And female nature oa the piece be feen ;^ 
So ihall the fair, as long a^ ^ns ihall laft,. 
Leard from your bright examples tabe chaflcw 

B O O K m. 

Thus Momus fpoke.. When fagc Minerva. rofc;^ 
From her fweet lips fmooth elocution flows,. 
Her iki)£al hand an. iv'ry pallet grac'd. 
Where. Ihining. colours were in order plac'd^ 
As Gods are blefsM with a fuperior ikill^. 
And, fwift as mortal thought, perform their will; 
Strait fhe propofes, by her art divine, 
T\> bid the paint c^prefs her great defign. 
^h* aflembled pow'r^ confent. She now.began,. 
And her creating pencil ftain'd the fan. 

O'er 'the fair field, trees fpfead^ andrixers Bowi 
TowVs rear {heir heads, and diilant mountains grow r 

Life 
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Life feems to move within the glowing veins> 
And in each face fome lively paflion reigns. 
Thus have I feen woods> hills> and dales appear^. 
Flocks graze the plains, birds wing the filent air 
In darkened rooms>. where light can.only pafs. 
Through thefmall ciirle of a- convex glafs ; 
On the white iheet the moving figures rife. 
The forefl waves, clouds float along the ikies. 

She various fables on the piece defign'd. 
That fpoke the follies of the female kind». 

The fate of pride in Niobe (he drew :. 
Be wife, ye nymphs, that fcornfuL vice fubdue* 
In a wide plain th' imperious mother flood, 
Whofe diflant bounds rofe in a winding wood;- 
Upon her ihoulder flows- her mantling hair. 
Pride marks her brow, and elevates her air l 
A purple robe behind her fweeps the ground^ 
Whofe fpacious border golden flow'rs furround : 
She made Latonas' altars ceafe to.flame,. 
And of due honours robb'd her facred name,. 
To her own charms flie bade frefli incenfe rife> 
And adoration own. heiL brighter eyei. 
Sev*n daughters from her fruitful loins were born>. 
Sev^n graceful fons her nuptial bed adorn ; 
Who, fon a mother's arrogant difdain* 
Were by Latona's double oSpring flain. 
Here Phcebos his unerring arrow, drew. 
And from.hi3 rifing fteed her firlL-born threw,. 

Kit 
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His op'ning fingers drop the (lackenM rein. 

And the pale corfe falls headlong to the plain. 

Beneath her pencil here two wreiUers bend ; 

See« to the grafp her fwelling nerves diflend ; 

Diana's arrow joins them face to ^ce> 

And death unites them in a ikn€t embrace. 

Another here flies trembling o'er the plain ; 

When heav'n purfues we fhun the flroke in vain. 

This lifts his fupplicating hands and eyes. 

And 'midil his humble adoration dies* 

As from his thigh this tears the barbed dart, 

A furer weapon llrikes his throbbing heart : 

While that to raife his wounded brother tries. 

Death blafls his bloom^ and locks his frozen eyes* 

The tender fillers bath'd in grief appear. 

With fable garments and difhevelPd hair. 

And o'er their gafping brothers weeping flood ; 

Some with their trefTes ftopt the gufhing blood,. 

They ftrive to flay the fleeting life too late. 

And in the pious adlion (hare their fate. 

Now the proud dame overcome by trembling fear. 

With her wide robe protedls her only care j 

To five her only care in vain (he tries, 

Clofe at her feet the latefl; vidim dies. 

Down her fair cheek the trickling forrow flowsj 

Like dewy fpangles on the blufhing rofe, 

Fixt in aftoniihment ihe weeping flood. 

The plain all purple with her children's blood ^ 

She 
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She fUfFens with her woes : no more her hair 
In eafy ringlets wantons in the air ; 
Motion forfakes her eyes, her veins are dry'd, ' 
And beat no longer with the fanguine tide ; 
All life is fled, firm marble now fhe grows. 
Which ftill in tears the mother's anguifh fhows. 

Ye haughty fair, your painted fans difplay. 
And the jufl fate of lofty pride furvey ; 
Tho' lovers oft extol your beauty's power. 
And in celeilial fimilies adore. 
Though from your features Cupid borrows arms. 
And goddcfTes confefs inferior charms. 
Do not, vain maid, the flatt'ring tale believe. 
Alike thy lovers and thy glafs deceive. 

Here young NarcifTus o'er the fountain flood. 
And view'd his image in the cryflal flood ; 
The cryflal flood refledb his lovely charms. 
And the pleas'd image flrives to meet his arms. 
No nymph his unexperienc'd breaft fubdu'd. 
Echo in vain the flying boy purfu'd, 
Himfelf alone the foolifh youth admires. 
And with fond look the fmiling {hade defires : 
O'er the fmooth lake with fruitlefs tears he grieves. 
His fpreading fingers fhoot in verdant leaves. 
Through his pale veins green fap now gently flows. 
And in a fhort-liv'd flow'r his beauty blows. 

Let vain Narciflus warn each female breaft^ 
That beauty's but a tranfientgoodatbeH, 

Like 
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Like flowers it withers with th* advancing year,. 
And age like winter robs the blooming fair. 
Oh Araminta, ceafe thy wonted pride. 
Nor longer in thy faithlefa charms confide ; 
Ev'n while the glafr rcfleds thy fparkling eyes. 
Their luftre and thy rofy colour fties 1 

Thus on the fan the breathing figures fhine. 
And all the povv'rs applaud the wife de£gn. 

The Cyprian queen the painted gift receives^ 
And with a grateful bow the fynod leaves.. 
To the low world (he bends her &.cepy way,. 
Where Strephon pafs'd the folitary day ; 
She found him in a melancholy grove^ 
His down-call eyes betrayed dei'ponding love. 
The wounded bark confefs'd liis flighted flame» 
And ev'ry tree bore falfe Corinua's name ; 
In a cool ihade he lay with folded armsj,. 
Cur fes his fortune , and upbraids her charjBs, 
When Venus to his wond'ring eyes appears. 
And with thefe words relieves his am'rous cares i 

Rife, happy youth, this bright machine furvey^r 
Whole ratt'ling flicks my bufy fingers fway. 
This prefent fhall thy cruel charmer movci 
And in her. fickle bofbm kindle love. • 

The fan fhall flutter in all female hands. 

And various fafhions learn from various lands » 

For this, fhall elephants their ivory fhed ; 

And polifh'd flicks the waving engine ipread i 

His 
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His clouded mail the tortoife ihall refign> 
And round the rivet pearly circles (bine. 
On this ihall Indians all their art employ. 
And with bright colours ftain the gaudy toy ; 
Their paint fhall here in wildeft fancies flow. 
Their drefs, their cuiloms, their religion fhow j 
So fhall the Britifh fair their minds improve^ 
And on the ^n to diflant climates rove. 
Here China's ladies fhall their pride difplay. 
And filver figures gild their loofe array ; 
This boafts her little feet and winking eyes ; 
That tunes the fife, or tinkling cymbal plies : 
Here crofs-Ieg'd nobles in rich flate ihall dine> 
There in bright mail diftorted heroes ihine.. 
The peeping fan in modem times ihall rife,. 
Through which unfeen the fem^e ogle flics j 
This ihall in temples the fly maid conceal,, 
And ihelter love beneath devotion's veiL 
Gay France fliall make the fan her artifti's care^ 
And with the coitiy trinket arm the fair.. 
As learned orators that touch the heart,. 
With various adion ratfe their foothing art. 
Both hoad and hand affedl the lift'ning throng,.. 
And humour each expreifion of the tongue ; 
So fliall each paffion by the fan be feen,. 
From noify anger to the fullen ipleen. 

While Venus fpoke, jcy flionein Strephon*i eycr: 
Proud of the gift, he to Corinna flie.s. 

Bat 
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But Cupid (who delights in am'rous ilU 
Wounds hearts, and leaves them to a woman's wiD) 
With certain aim a golden arrow drew> 
Which to Leander's panting bofom flew : 
Leander lov'd ; and to thefprightly dame 
In gentle fighs reveal'd his growing flame ; 
Sweet fmiles Corinna to his flghs retams> 
And for the fop in equal paffion bums. 

Lo Strephon comes ! and with a fuppliant bow> 
Offers the prefent, and renews his vow. 

When ihe the fate of Niobc beheld. 
Why has my pride againft my heart rebelled ? 
She iighing cry'd : difdain fbrfook her breafl:^ 
And Strephon now was thought a worthy gaefL 

In Procris' bofbm when fhe faw the dart ; 
She juftly blames her own fufpicious heart. 
Imputes her difcontent to jealous fear. 
And knows her Strephon's conftancy fincere. 
When on Camilla's fate her eye (he turns» 
No more for (how and equipage fhe burns : 
She learns Leander 's paffjon to defpife. 
And looks on merit with difcerning eyes. 

NarciiTus* change to the vain virgin fhows. 
Who trufts to beauty, trufls the fading rofe. 
Youth flies apace, with youth your beauty flies. 
Love then, ye virgins, ere the bloflbm dies. 

Thus Pallas taught her. Strephon weds the dame. 
And Hymen's torch diffus'd the brighteft flame. 

A WINTER 
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A WINTER PIECE. 

By Mr. Philips. 
AddrefTed to the D u k e of D r s e t. 

FROM frozen climes^ and endlefs trajSts of fnow. 
From ftreams that northern winds forbid to flow; 
What prefent fhall the mufe to Dorfet bring. 
Or how,, fo near the pole, attempt to fing ? 
The hoary winter here conceals from fight. 
All pleafmg objects that to verfe invite. 
The hills and dales, and the delightful woods. 
The flow'ry plains, and lilver (beaming floods^ 
By fnow difgais'd in bright confuiion lie» 
And with one dazzling wafle fatigue the eye. 

No gentle breathing breeze prepares the Spring, 
No birds within the defart region iing. 
The fhips unmov'd the boift'rous winds defy. 
While rattling chariots o'er the ocean fly. 
The vafl leviathan wants room to play. 
And fpout his waters in the face of day. 
The ftarving wolves along the main fea prowl. 
And to the moon in icy rallies howl. 
For many a fhining league the level main 
Here fpreads itfelf into a glalTy plain : 
There folid billows of enormous fize, 
Alps of green ice in wild diforder rife* 

And 
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And yet but lately halVe I feen ev*n here. 
The. winter ia a. lovely drcd appear. 
E'er yet the clouds let fell the treafur'd fnow. 
Or winds begun through hazy ikies to blow. 
At ev'ning a keen eaflern breeze arofe ; 
And the defcending rain unfully'd froze. 
Soon as the filent fhades of night withdrew^^ 
The ruddy morn difclos'd at once to view 
The hce of nature in a rich difguife^c. 
And brightened ev*ry objeA-to my eyes r 
For ev'ry fhrub> and* every blade of grafs. 
And ev*ry pointed thorn* feem'd wrought in glafi^. 
In pearls and rubies rich the hawthorns ihow. 
While through the ice the crimfon berries glow. 
The thick-fpnmg reeds the watery marfhes yield>. 
Seem poli(h'd lances in a hoiHle field. 
The flag in limpid currents with fnrprize. 
Sees cryHal branches on his forehead rife^. 
The fpreading oak, the beach* and tow'ring pine^ 
Glaz'd over*, in the freezing xther fhine. 
The frighted birds the rattling^ branches fhaji> 
That wave and glitter in^-the diflant fun. 

When, if a fudden guft of wind arife^. 
The brittle, foreil into atoms flics : 
The crackling wood beneath the tempcft bends* 
And in a fpangled fhow'r the profped^ ends. 
Or, if a fouthern gale the region warm. 
And by degrees unbind the wintVy. charnu 

The 
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TThc traveller a miry country fees. 

And joumies fad beneath the dropping trees. 

Like ibme deluded peafant. Merlin leads 
Thro' fragrant bowers, and through delicious meads ; 
While here enchanted gardens to him rile. 
And airy fabricks there attradl his eyes. 
His wand'ring feet the magic paths purfue ; 
And, while he thinks the ^ir iUniion true. 
The tracklefs fcenes difperfe in fluid air. 
And woods and wilds, and thorny ways appear . 
A tedious road the weary wretch returns. 
And as he goes, the tranfient vifion mourns. 

Copenhagen, 
Jyfarch 9, 1705^ 
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On the Friendfhip betwixt Sacharissa and 
Amoret. 

By Mr. Waller* 

'ELL me, lovely loving pair ! 
Why fo kind, and fo fevere ? 
Why fo carelefs of our care. 
Only Co youifelves fo dear ? 

By this cunning change of hearts. 

You the pow'r of love controul 5 
While the boy's deluded darts 

Can arrive at neither foul. 

For in vain to either breaft 

Still beguiled Love does come : 
Where he finds a foreign gueft ; 

Neither of your hearts at home. 

Debtors thus with like defign. 

When they never mean to pay. 
That they may the law decline. 

To fome friend make all away. 

Not the filver doves that fly, 

Yok'd in Cytherea's car j 
Not the wings that lift fo high ; 

And convey her fon fo far 9 

. Arc 
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Are fo lovely, fweet, and fair. 

Or do more ennoble love ; 
Are Co choicely match'd a pair. 

Or with more confent do move. 

On a G I R D L E. 

By the fame. 

THAT which her flender waift confin'd. 
Shall now my joyful temples bind : 
No monarch but would give his crown. 
His arms might do what this has done. 

It was my heav'n's extremeil fphcre. 
The pale which held that lovely deer : 
My joy, my grief, my hope, my love. 
Did all within this circle move ! 

A narrow compafs ! and yet there 
Dwelt all that's good, and all that's fair : 
Give me but what this ribbon bound. 
Take all the reH the fun goes round. 
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ORIENTAL ECLOGUES. 

By Mr. Collins. 

ECLOGUE I. 
Selim; 0]i> THE shepherd's moral. 

SCENE, A TALLEY NEAR BAGDA.T. 
TIME, THE MORNING. 

YE Perfian maids, attend your poet's lays. 
And hear how ihepherds pafs their golden days. 
Not all are blelt, whom fortune's hand fuihuns 
With wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the plains : 
Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell ; 
>Tis virtue makes the blifs, where'er we dwell. 

Thus Selim fung, by facred truth infpir'd ; 
Nor praife, but fuch as truth beftow'd, defir'd : 
Wife in himfclf, his meaning fongs convey'd 
Informing morals to the fhepherd maid ; 
Or taught the fwains that furefl blifs to find, ^ 
What groves nor ftreams bellow, a virtuous mind. 

When fweet and blufhing, like a virgin bride. 
The radiant morn refum'd her orient pride. 
When wanton gales along the valleys play. 
Breathe on each flower, and bear their fweets away ; 

By 
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TSy Tigris' wandering waves he fat, and fvL^g 
This ufefiil leftbn for the fair and f ouhg. 

Ye Perilan dames, kcQj^, to you belong, 
'Well may they pleafe, the morals of my ibng : 
'>>ib fairer maids, I truft, than you are found, 
Grac'd with foft arts, the peopled world around ! 
The morn that lights you, to your loViftt iujjplics 
-Each gentler ray delicious to yoar cydfSja 
-For you thofc flowers her fragrant hands beftow/. 
And yourt -the lore that kings delight to know. 
Yet think not thefe, all beauteous as they ar». 
The beft kind bleffings heaven can grant the fair^i 
Who truft alone in beauty's feeble ray, 
'Soaft but the worth BaiTora's. pearls difplay; 
Drawn from the deep we own their furface bright, 
3ut, dark within, they drink no itrfvoos light: 
Such are the maids, aad fuch the charms they boaft. 
By fenfe unaided, or to virtue loft. 
""Self-flattering fcx ! your hearts believe in* vain 
That love (hall blinds when once he fires the fwain ^ 
*Or hope a lover by your faults to win^ 
As fpots 91 ermin beautify the flcin : 
VVhoieeks fecure to riile, be firft her cAre 
Eachfbfterwtae that adorns tk^ fair; 
-Each tciiderpaffion man delights to find. 
The lov*d perfe^ions of a female mind! 

Blell were the days, when WiOom held her reign. 
And Ibephcnls foo^ther oh the filent plain ; 

L WitK 
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With truth flic wedded in the fecret grove. 
Immortal truth, and daughters blefs'd their love. 

O haftc, fair maids ! yc virtues come away. 
Sweet peace and plenty lead you on your way ! 
The balmy flifub, for you fliall Jove our Ihore^ 
By Ind excelPd or Araby no more^ 

Lofl to our fields, for fo the fates ordain. 
The dear deferters fhall return again. 
Come thou, whofe thoughts as limpid fprings are clear. 
To lead the train, fweet Modefty appear : 
Here make thy court amidft our rural fcenc> 
And ihej^eu'd-girls ikall own thee for th^ir queeou 
With thee be Chaftity, of all afraid, 
Diilrufling all, a wife fufpicious maid ; 
But man the moil — not more the mountain doe 
Holds the iwift ialcen for her deadly foe. 
Cold is her bre.^ like flowers that drink the dew j 
A filken veil conceds her from the view. 
No wild deiires amidfl thy train he known^ 
But faith, whofe heart is fix'd on one alone : 
Defponding Meejcnefs, with her down-call cy^5. 
And friendly Pity, full of tender fighs ^ 
And Love the Uft : by thefe you^ hearts ^pprove^ 
Thefe are the virtues that mud lead to love. • 

Thus fung the fw^n ; and ancient legiends fay. 
The maids of Bagdat yerified the lay ; 
De^ to the plains, the virtues came along. 
The fhepherds lovM» and Selim blefs'd his fong. 

-- P C L O G U B 
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Hassan; or the camel-driver. 

S^ENE, TRE bESERT^ 
TIME, M I O - D A Y. 

IN filent horror o'er the boundlefs wafte 
The driver Haflfan with his camels pafl : 
One cruife of water on his back he bore. 
And his light fcrip contun'd a fcanty ilore ; 
A fan of painted feathers in los hand. 
To guard his fhaded face from fcorching fand. 
The fultry fun had gain'd the middle fky. 
And not a tree, and not an herb was nigh ; 
The beafts, with pain, their dufty way purfue. 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view 1 
With defperate forrow wild, th' affrighted man 
Thrice figh'd, thrice ftruck his brcaft, and thus 
began: 
** Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
*' When firft from Schiraz' walls I bent my way I*' 

Ah ! little thought I of the blafting wind. 
The thirft or pinching hunger that I find ! 

L 2 Bethink 
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Bethink thtc, liaAan^ ivhece flullftkirft iSw^sS^^ 
When fails this cruife^ his unrelenting rage.f 
^oon (hall this fcrip its precious load refign ; 
Then what but tears and hanger fliall be thine? 

Ye miite companions of my tdilft> tiiat bear 
in all my grie& a more th;in equal ihare.! 
Herey where no^fprings .'Jin murmurs hre^ swa)c» 
Or mofs-crown'd fbutit^ns mitigate the day^ 
In vain ye hope the green delights, to know. 
Which j>lains.more bleft, or verdant vales beHow^ 
Hfcre rocks i^lone, ^and taftelefs iands ^re fbuna* 
And &int and £ckly winds forever howl around. 
** Sad was the hour, and luckfefs was the day, 
" When.firft from Schia-az* walls i bent my way."* 

Curft be the gold andiUyer which perfuade 
Weak men to followjar-fatiguing trade ! 
The lilly peace outlhioes the iilver jlore. 
And life is dearer than the golden ore : 
_Yet money tempts us o*er the defert browiiy 
To tivcry diftant mart and wealthy town. 
Full oft we temj;>t the land> and oft the fea^ 
.And are we.only yet rcpay'd by thee ? 
Ah! why was ruin ib attractive made^ 
xOr why fond man (o eafily betray 'd ? 

Why heed we not> while mad we hafte along, 
Thc^eutk voice of peace^ or jleafure^s long? 

Or 
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Or ivherefore think the flowery mountain's fide. 
The fountfln's murmurs, and the valley's pride. 
Why think we thefe lefs pleafing to behold. 
Than dreary deferts, if they lead to gold ? 

*^ Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
" When firftfrom Schiraz' walls I bent my way I'* 

GKceafe, my fears ! — all frantic a5 I^goy- 
When thought creates unnumber'd fcenes of woe. 
What if the lion in his rage I meet ! — 
Gft in the daft I view his printed feet : 
And fearful'! oft, when day's declining light 
Yields her pale empire to the itioamer night. 
By hunger rous'd, . he fccnirs the groaning plain. 
Gaunt wolves andTulfen tygers in his train : 
Before them death with fhrieks dire^ their way, 
Bills the witd yell, and leads them to their prey. 
'^ Sad was the hour, and lucklefs wa$ the day, 
•* ' W%en firft from Schiraz* walls I bent my way !** 

At that dead hour the filent afp (hall creep^ 
If aught of refl I find, upon my fleep : 
Or fomefwoln ferpent twift his fcales around. 
And wake to anguifh with a burning wound. 
Thrice happy they, the wife contented poor. 
From l\xR. of wealth, and dread of death fecure ! 
They tempt no deferts, and no griefs they find ; 
Peace rules the day, where reafon rules the mind. 
*' Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
*« When firft from Schiraz* walls I bent my way l'* 
L 3. o 
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O haplefs youth ! for (he thy love hath \von^ 
The tender Zara will be moft undone ! * 
Bigfwell'd my hearty and own'd the powerful maid^. 
When fall Ihe dropt her tears, as thus {he faid : 
*^ Farewel the youth, whom fighs could not detain, 
** Whom Zara's breaking heart implorM in vain f 
** Yet as thou go'ft, may every blaft arife 
" Weak and nnfelt as thefe rejeded fighs ! 
*' Safe o'er the wild, no perils may^&tfaoa fee, 
" No griefs endure, nor weep,^ falfe yoath^ like me.'' 
O let me fafely tathe fair return. 
Say with a kifs, fhe mufl not, fhaU not noLOurn ; 
O ! let me teach my heart to lofe its fears. 
Recalled by wifdom's voice, and Zara's tears. 

He (aid, and call'don heaven to blefs the day» 
When back to Schira:^' walU he bent Ids way« 



ECLOGUE 
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ECLOGUE Iir. 

Abra; or^ the Georgian sultan Av 

3 C E N Bj A PORES T^ 
TIME, THE EVENING. 

IN Georgia's land, where Tefflis* towers are feen. 
In diftant view along the level green. 
While evening dews enrich the glittering glade. 
And the tall forclb call a longer fhade. 
What time 'tis fweet o'er fields of rice^ to ftray. 
Of fcent the breathing maize at fetting day j 
Amidft the maids of Zagen's peaceful grove, 
Emyfa fang the pleafing cares of love* 

Of Abra £r^ began the tender drain. 
Who led her youth with flocks upon the plain : 
At morn fhe came thofe willing flocks to lead. 
Where lillies rear them in the watery mead ; 
From early dawn the live-long hours ftie told^ 
Till late at filent eve flie penn'd the fold. 
Deep in the grove, beneath the fecret fliade, 
A various wreath of odorous flowers flie made : 
Gay-motley*d pinks and fweet jonquils flie chotc. 
The violet blue that on the mofs-bank grows > 
All-fweet to fenfe, the flaunting rofe was there : 
The finiflx'd chaplet well-adorn'd her hair. ' 

L 4 Great 



Great Abbas cfaiinc'd that fated mom t» ftfa». 
By love conduced from the chace away ; 
Among the vocal vales he heard her fong. 
And fought the vales and echoing graves among t. 
At length he found* and woa'd the rural maid i. 
She knew the monarch* and with fear dbey^d. 
** Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd* 
*' And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd 1"* 

The royal lover bore her from the plaiir> 
Yet ftill her crook and bleating flock remaiit r . « 
Oft as (he went* ihe backward tum*d.her view^ 
And bad that erode and bleating flock adiea^ 
Fair happy maid ! to other fcenes remove^ 
To richer fcenes. of golden power and lofve ! 
Go leave the iimple,pipe> and ihepherd's ftrain ^ 
With love delight thee* and with Abbas reign. 
*' Be tvery youth lik^ n^ Abba$ mov'd, 
" And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !!* 

Yet midft the blaze of courts fhe fixM her lov©- 
On the cool fountain* or the Ihady grove ; 
Still with the fhepherd's innocence her mind 
To the fweet vale, and flowery mead inclined ;. 
And oft as fpring renew'd the plains with flowers^ 
Breath'd, his foft gales, and led the fragrant hours* 
With fure return flie fi>ught the fylvan fcene. 
The breezy mountains, and the forcfts green. 

Her 
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Her maids around her mov'd> a duteous band ! 

Each bore a crook all-rural in her hand : 

Some iimple lay of flocks and herds they fung ; 

With joy the mountain^ and the fbrefl rung. 
** Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
'* And cveiy Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !** 

And oft the royal lover left the care 
And thorns of flate, attendant on the fair ; 
Oft to the fhades and low-rooPd cots retir'd. 
Or fought the vale where firft his heart was fir'd : 
A ru£*et mantle^ like a fwain^ he wore. 
And thought of -crowns and bufy courts no more. 
*' Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
«« And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!" 

Bled was the life> that royal Abbas led : 
Sweet was his love and innocent his bed. 
What if in wealth the noble maid excel ; 
The Umple fhepherd girl can love as well. 
Let thofe who rule on Perfia's jewell'd throne. 
Be &m'd for love^ and gentleft love alone ; 
Or wreathe, like Abbas, full of Mr renown. 
The lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown. . 
O happy days ! the maids around her. fay ; 
Ohafle, profufe of bleffings, hafte away ! : 
** Be every youth, like royal Abbas mov^d, 
«* And every Georgian maid like Abi-a lov*d !'* 

L S ECLOGUE 
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ECLOGUE IV, 

ACIB AND S£CANDER ; OK, THE FUGITIVES. 

SCENE, A M.OUNTAIN IN CIJICASSIA. 

TIME, MIDNIGHT* 

TNfair Circaflia, where, to love mclin'd, 
-*" Each fwain was bleft, for every maid was kind ; 
At that ftill hour, when awful mignight reigns. 
And none, but wretches, haunt the twilight plains ; 
What time the moon had hung her lamp oa high. 
And pa ft in radiance thro' the cloudlefs iky ;; 
Sad o'er the dews, two brother fhepherds fled. 
Where wildering fear and defperate forrow led : 
Faft as they preft their flight, Ijehind them lay 
Wide ravag'd plains, and vallies ftolc away. 
Along the mountain's bending fides they rail. 
Till faint and weak Secander thus began i 

Secander. 
O ftay thee, Agib, for my feet deny> 
4 No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 
mriend of my heart, O turn thee and furvcy. 
Trace our fad flight thro' all its length of way ! 
And firft review that long-extended plain. 
And yon wide groves, already paft with pain ! 

Yon 
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Yon ragged clifF, whofe dangerous path we tried \ 
And laft, this lofty mountain's weary fide I 

A G I B,* 

Weak as thou art, yet haplefs mull thou know 
The toils of flight, or Come feverer woe I 
Still as I halle, the Tartar fhouts behind. 
And (hrieks and forrows load the faddening wind : 
In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand. 
He blafts our harvefts, and deforms our land. 
Yon citron grove, whence firft in fear we came. 
Droops its fair honours to the conquering flame ; 
Far fly the fwains, like us, in deep defpair. 
And leave to ruflian bands their fltecy care. 

Secander. 
Unhappy land, w^ofe bleffings tempt the fword. 
In vain, unheard, thou calPft thy Perflan lord ! 
In vain thou court'ft him, helplefs, to thine aid. 
To ihield the ftiepherd, and proteft the maid I 
Far off, in thoughtlefs indolence refign'd. 
Soft dreams of love and pleafure fgoth his mind : 
*Midfl: fair fultanas loft in idle joy. 
No Wars alaim him, and no fears annoy. 

A G I B. 

Yet thefe green hills, in fummer's fultry heat,. 

Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. 

Sweet to the fight is Zabran*^ flowery plain-. 

And once by maids and fhepherds lov*d in vain !* 

L 6 No> 
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Ko more the virgins ihall deHg^t to rove . 

By Sargis' banks^ or Irwan*s ihady grove ; 

On Tarkie's moutitain catch the cooling gslt, . 

Or breathe the fweets of Aly's flowery vale : 

Fair (cenes ! but> ah ! no more with peace poiTeHjr 

With eafe alluiing, and with plenty bled. 

No more the fhepherd's whitening tents appear^ 

Nor the kind produ^ of a boonteous year ; 

No more the date, with fnowy bloflbms crown'd t 

But ruin ipreads her baleful fires around. 

S«B C A* N I> E R* 

In vain Circaffia^boa^ her ipicy grore$^ 
For ever lam'd for pure and happy loves : 
In vain fbe boafb her. faireft- of the fair. 
Their eye^s blue languifh, and their golden hair f - 
ThoTe eyes in tears their fruitleft grief moft fend ; . 
Tbofe hairs the Tartar's cruel hand ihall rend. 

A G I B. 

Ye Georgian fwains that piteoos learn frooL fkr\ 
€ircaffi'8 ruin, and the wafle of war ; 
Some weightier arms than crooks and ftaffs preparey 
To fhield your harvefls, and defend your foir : 
The Turk and Tartar like defigns purfue, 
FixM to deflrpy, and ftedfeft to undo. . 
Wild as his land, in native deferts bred> 
By lufl incited^ ^ by malice led. 

The 
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The villain Atab, as he prowls for prey. 

Oft marks with blood and wafting flames the way ; 

Yet none fo cruel as the Tartar foe. 

To death inur'd, and nurs'd in fcenes of woe. 

He faid ; when loud along the vale was heard 
A fhriller fhriek, and nearer fires appear'd : 
Th* affrighted ihepherds thro' the dews of night, . 
Wide o'er the moon-light hills renew'd their flight. 



A L ET^ 
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A , 
LEXrER from ITALY,. 

To the Right Honourable 

CHARLES LoriL H A L I- F A X. 

By Mr. Addison. 

WHILE you, my lord, the rural (hades admire„ 
And from Britannia's pul^lic pofts retire. 
Nor longer, her ungrateful fons to pleafe,. 
For their advantage facrifice your eafe ; 
Me into foreign realms my fate conveys. 
Through nations fruitful of immortal lays,. 
Where the foft fealbn and inviting clime 
Confpire to trouble your repofe with rhyme. 
For wherefoe'er I turn my ravifli'd eyes. 
Gay gilded fcenes and fhining profpeds rife,. 
Poetic fields encompafs me around, 
And ftill I feem to tread on claflic ground ; 
For here the mufe {o oft her harp has fbung,. 
That not a mountain rear* its head unfung, 
Renown'd in vcrfe each fh.idy thicket grows. 
And ev'ry fbeam in heav'niy numbers flows. 
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How am I pleas'd fso fearch the hills and woods 
For rifing fprings and celebrated floods ! * 

To view the Nar, tumultuous in his courfe. 
And trace the fmooth Clitumnus to his fource ;: 
To fee the Mincio draw his watry ftore 
Through the long windings of a fruitful ftiorcy 
And hoary Albula's infefled tide 
O'er the warm bed of fmoking fulphur glide, 

Fir'd with a tboufand raptures I furvey 
Eridanus through flow'ry meadows ftray. 
The kfng of floods ! that rolling o'er the plains 
The tow'ring Alps of half their moiflure drains. 
And proudly fwoln with a whole winter's fnows,. 
Diflributes wealth and plenty where he flows. — 

Sometimes 9 mifguided by the tuneful throng, 
I look for ftreams immortaliz'd in fong. 
That loft in filence and oblivion lie, 
(Dumb are their fountains,, and their channels dry). ^ 
Yet run for ever by the mufe's fkilU 
And in the fmooth defcription murmur ftill. 

Sometimes to gently Tiber I retire. 
And the fam'd river's empty Ihores admire. 
That deftitute of ftrength derives its courfe. 
From thrifty urns and an unfruitful fource y 
Yet fang fo often in poetic lays. 
With fcom the Danube and the Nile furveys ; 
So high the deathlefs mufe exalts her theme I 
Such was the Boyn, a poor inglorious ftream^ ' 

That 
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That in Hibernian vales obfcnrely ftray'd. 
And onobierv'd in wild Meanders play'd ; 
Till by yoor lines and Nafika's fword renown'dj - 
Its rifiag billows throagh the world refoand. 
Where'er the hero's godlike afti can pierce. 
Or where the hme of an immoital verfe. 

Oh cou'd the mufe ravifh'd my breail infpire" 
With warmth like yours,- and raife an equal 6re, r 
Unnumber'd beauties in my verfe fhbu'd fhine, . 
And Virgil's Italy fhould yield to mine ! 

See how the golden groves around me fmilei - 
That fliun the coaJft of Britain's flormy ifle> 
Or when tranfplanted and preicrv'd with care, 
Curfe the cold clime, and ihxve in northern air. 
Here kindly warmth their mounting juice ferments 
To nobler taftes, and more exalted fcents : 
Ev'n the rough rocks with tender myrtle bloom. 
And trodden weeds fend out a rich perfume. 
Bear, me, fome God, to Baia's gentle feats, . 
Or cover me in Umbria's green retreats $ 
Where weilern gales eternally reiide. 
And all the feafons lavifh^ their pride: 
Bloflbms, and fruits, and flowers together rife^- , 
And the whole year in gay cbnfiifion lies. 

Immortal glories in my mind revive, - 
And in my foul a thoufand paifions ffarive. 
When Rome's exalted beauties I defcry 
Magnificent in piles of ruin lie* 

An 



YOUNG LADIES, 233 

An amphitheatre's amaziag height 
Here fills my eye with tenor and delight^ 
That on its public (hows unpeopled Rome, 
And held uncrowrded nations in its womb : 
Here pillars rough with fculpture pierce the fkies t. 
And here the proud triumphal arches rife. 
Where the old Romans deathlefs a6b difplay'd> 
Their baie degenerate progeny upbraid : 
Whole rivers here forfake the fields below. 
And Wond'ring at their height thro' airy channel^ 
flow. 

Still to new fcenes my wand'ring mufe retires^ 
And the dumb (how of breathing rocks admires ; . 
Where the fmooth chifTeL all its force has ihown^. 
And foften'd into flefh the rugged ftone. . 
In folemn fUence, a majeftic band^^ 
Heroes, and Gods, and Roman.confuls fland)^ 
Stem tyrants, whom their cruelties renown^ 
And emperors in Parian.marble frown ; , 
While the bright dames, to whom they humbly- fu'd. 
Still fhow the charms that their proud hearts fubdu'd. 

Fain wou'd I Raphael's godlike art rehearfe. 
And (how th' immortal labours in my verfe. 
Where from. tbe. mingled ftrength of^ (hade audi 

light 
A new creation jifes ,to my .fights , 
Such heav'nly figures from his pencil flow. 
So warm with life his bl^ndisi colours glow^ . 

From 
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From theme to theme with fecret pleafure tof^x 
AmidH the foft variety I'm loft : 
Here pleaflng airs my ravifht foul confound 
Witli circling notes and labyrinths <^ found ;' 
Here domes and temples rife in diAant views^ 
And opening palaces invite my mufe* 

How has kind heav'n adorn'd the happy land,. 
And fcatter'd bleilings with a waHeful hand I 
But what avail her unexhaufted Hopes, 
Her blooming mountains,, and her fiinny fhores^ 
With all the gifts that heav'n and earth impart^ 
The fmiles of nature, and the charms of art^ 
While proud oppreffion in her vallies reigns^ 
And tyxanny ufurps her happy plains ? 
The poor inhabitant beholds in vain- 
The red'ning orange and the fwelling' gram s: 
Joylefs he fees the growing oils and wines. 
And in the myrtle's fragrant fhade repines : 
Starves,, in the midft of nature's"" bounty curft. 
And in the loaden vineyard dies for thirft. 

Oh liberty, thou Goddefs, heavenly bright,. 
Profufe of blifs, and pregnant with delight L 
Eternal pleafures in thy prefence reign,. 
And fmiling plenty leads thy wanton train ^ 
Eas'd of her load fubjedion grows more light. 
And poverty looks chearful in thy fight ; 
Thou mak'fl,the gloomy facj of nature gay,- 
Giv'ft beauty to the fun, and pleafure to the day- 
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Thee, Goddcfs, thee, Britannia's ifle adores ; 
How has flic oft exhaufted all her ftores^ 
How oft in Eelds of death thy prefence fought. 
Nor thinks the mighty prize too dearly bought I 
On foreign mountains may the fun refine 
The grape's foft juice, and mellow it to winc> 
With citron groves adorn a diftant foil. 
And the fat olive fwell with floods of oil : 
We envy not the warmer clime, that lies 
In ten degrees of more indulgent fkies,. 
Nor at the coarfenefs of our heav'a repine> 
Tho' o'er our heads the frozen pleiads ftiine : 
•Tis Liberty that crowns Britannia's ifle. 
And makes her barren rocks and her bleak mountaiiHt 
fmile. 

Others with tow'ring piles may pleafe the fight> 
And in their proud afpiring domes delight ; 
A nicd* touch to the flretc^t canvas give,. 
Or teach their animated rocks to live r 
'Tis Britain's care to watch o'er Europe's fate> 
And hold in balance each contendiiig flate ; 
To threaten bold prefumptuous kings with war> 
And anfwer her afHifled neighbours' pray'r. 
The Dane and Swede, rouz'd up by fierce alarms* 
Blefs the wife condu^ of her pious arms : 
Soon as her fleets appear, their terrors cea(e>, 
Aad all the northern world lies hufli'd in peace. 

Th' ambitious Gaul beholds with fecret dread 

Her thunder aim'd at his afpiring head» 

An 
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And Mn her godlike fbns wouM difanite * 
By foreign gold, or by domeftic fpitc ; 
But fbives in vain to conquer or divide> 
Whom Naflaa'j arms defend and counfels guidd. . 

Fir'd .with. the nanii?,.whichl fo oft have found: 
The diftant climes and different toi^es refoond^ 
I:bridl&4n tmy ilcuggling muie with pain^ 
That longs to launch into a bolder flrain. 

But I've already troubled you too long, , 
Nor dare attempt a more advent^foas fong... 
My humble verfe denunds a fofter theiae» . 
A painted meadow, or a purling ftream ^ 
Unfit for heroee ; whom immortal lays».^ 
A&d lines like Virgil's, or like yours, Qiioa*d^naSu* 



«e- 
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TheHiftoiy of JOHN GILPIN, 

Of C M E A P S I D E. 

.A Droll Story, read by Mr. Henderson* with 
great Applaufe, at Free Moon's Tavera. 

JOHN GILPIN was a citizen 
Of credit and renown ; 
* A train-band captain eke was he 
Of fitmous London town. 

John Gilpin's fpoufe faid to her dear— 

" Though wedded we have been 
'"* Thefe twice ten tedious years, yet we 

** No holiday have feen. 

'** To-morrow is our wedding-day, 

*' And we will then repair 
"*' Unto the Bell at Edmonton, 

" All in a chaiiie and pair. 

** My filler and my fitter's child, 

•' Myfelf and children three, 
•** Will fill the chaife; fo you muft ricfc 

'* On horfcback after we." 

'He foon rcply'd — ** I do admire 

^* Of womankind but one ; 
** And you are (he, my dearett deaf, 
^* Therefore it fball be doiie« 
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** I am a linen-draper bold, 

*' As all the world does know ; 
^* And my good friend, the callender, 

•** Will lend his hoHe to go," 

Quoth Mrs. Gilpin—" That's well faid ; 

*' And, for that wine is dear, 
<* We will be furnifti'd with our own, 
^ Which is fo bright and clcar^" 

• John Gilpin kifs'd his loving wife ; 

O'erjoy'd was he to find. 
That though on pleafure Ihe was bent. 
She had a frugal mind. 

The morning came, the chaife was brought. 

But yet was not allow'd 
To drive up to the door, left all 

Should fay that fhe was proud. 

^0 three doors oiF the chaife was ftaid^ 

Where they did all get in, 
^ix precious fouls ; and all agog 

To dafli through thick and thin. . 

5mack went the whip, round went the wheels. 

Were never folks fo glad ; 
The ftones did rattle underneath, 

A% if Cheapfide were mad* 



Job 
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John Gilpin, at his horfe's iide, 

Seiz'd fail the flowing mane. 
And up he got in hade to ride. 

But ibon came down again. 

For faddle-tree fcarce reach'd had he. 

His journey to begin, 
5Vhen, turning round his face, he faw 

Three cullomers come in. 

^o down he came ; for lofs of time. 

Although it griev'd him fore. 
Yet Igfs of pence, full well he knew. 

Would grieve him ftill much more. 

''Twas long before the cuftomers 

Were fuited to their mind. 
When Betty fcream'd into his ears— 

" The wine is left behind !'* 

** Good lack!" quoth he; *' yet bring it me^ 

" My leathern belt likewife, 
*' In which I bear my trufty fword 

** When I do exercife." 

Now Mrs. Gilpin— careful foul ?— 

Had twa ibne bottles found. 
To hold the liquor which ihe lov'd* 

And keep it fafe and found* 

Each 
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.£acli'bottIe had two curling ears, 
Throogh which the belt he drew ; 

He hung one bottle on each Bdo^^ 
To make his balance true. 

'^Sken over all, that he might be 

£qaippM from top to toe, 
Hfis long red cloak, well brufh'd and neat. 

He manfully did throw. 

^Now fee him mounted once again 

Upon his nimble fleed, 
TuH flowly pacing o'er the ftones. 

With caution and good heed. 

Bat finding foon a fmoother road 

Beneath his well-fhod feet, 
The fnorting beaft began to trot. 

Which gaird him in his feat. 

^* So fair and foftly," John did cry^ 

But John he cry'd in vain ; 
That trot became a gallop fbon 

In fpite of curb or rein. 

So Hooping down, as he needs muft 

Who cannot iit qpright. 
He grafp'd the mane with both his handi. 

And eke with all his ipight. 



Afrajr 
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Away went Gilpin, neck or nought. 

Away went hat and wig ; 
Re little dreamt, when he fet out. 

Of running fuch a rig. 

The horfe, who never had before 

Been handled in this kind. 
Affrighted fled ; and, as he flew. 

Left all the world behind. 

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly. 

Like flreamer long and gay ; 
Till loop and button failing both. 

At lall it flew away. 

Then might all people well difcern 

The bottles he had flung ; 
A bottle {winging at each fide. 

As has been faid or fung« 

The dogs did bark, the children fcream'd. 

Up flew the windows all ; 
And ev'ry foul cry'd out, *' Well done !'* 

As loud as he could bawl. 

Away went Gilpin — who but he ! 

His fame foon fpread around— 
•' He carries weight ! — ^he rides a race !— 

«* 'Tis for a thoufand pound !'* 

M An* 
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And ftill^ as fkft as he drew near« 

*Twas wonderful to view. 
How, in a trice, the tumpikc-men 

Their gates wide open threw. 

And now, as he went bowing down 

His reeking head full low. 
The bottles twain, behind his back. 

Were fhatter'd at a blow. 

Down ran the wine into the road. 

Mod piteous to be feen. 
And made his horfe's Hanks to finoke. 

As he had bailed been. 

But ftill he fcem'd to carry weight. 
With leathern girdle brac'd ; 

For ftill the bottle necks were left 
Both dangling at his waifl. 

Thus, all through merry Iflington, 

Thefe gambols he did play. 
And till he came unto the Wafh 

Of Edmonton fo gay. 

And there he threw the Wafh about 

On both fides of the way ; 
Juft like unto a trundling-mop. 

Or a wild-goofe at play. 



41 
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At Edmonton his loving wife 

Prom the balcony fpied 
Her tender hulband^ wond'ring much 

To fee how he did ride. 

" Stop, ftop, John Gilpin ! here's the houfe !'* 

They all at once did cry ; 
*' The dinner waits, and we are tired!"— 

Said Gilpin— " So am I!" 

But, ah ! his horfe was not a whit 

Indin'd to tarry there ; 
For why ?— his owner had a houfe 

Pull ten miles off, at Ware. 

So like an arrow fwift he flew 

Shot by an archer flrong ; 
So did he fly— which brings me to 

The middle of my fong. 

Away went Gilpin, out of breath. 

And (ore againft his will. 
Till at his friend's, the callender's. 

His horfe at M flood flill. 

The Callender, furpriz'd to fee 

His fiiend in fuch a trim, 
^iJLaid down his pipe, flew to the gate. 

And thus a€€0fted him — 

M 2 '* What 
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*' What news ? what news ?— the tidings tell ; 

<' Make hade and tell me all ! 
«' Say, why bare-headed you are come> 

«* Or why you come at all ?'* 

Now Gilpin had a pleafant wit« 

And lov'd a timely joke ; 
And thus onto the Callender, 

In merry drains he (poke— 

•' I came becaufe your horfe would come ; 

" And, if I well forbode, 
*' My hat and wig will fbon be here ; 

*' They are upon the road.'* 

The Callender, right glad to find 

His friend in merry pin, 
Return'd him not a fingle word. 

But to the houfe went in : 

Whence ftraight he came with hat and mg» 

A wig that droop'd behind, 
A hat not much the worfe for wear : 

£ach comely in its kind. 

He held them up ; and, in his turn 

Thus (hew'd his ready wit — 
'< My head is twice as big as yaars, 

*' They therefore needs mull fit. 



•• But 
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** But let mc fcrape the dirt away 
** That hangs about your face ; 

•* And ftop and cat — for well you may 
*« Be in a hungry cafe I'* 

Said John — '* It is my wedding-day ; 

** And folks would gape and ftare, 
" If wife fhoald dine at £dmonton^ 

•♦ And I ihould dine at Ware." 

Then, fpeaking to his horfe, he faid, 

" I am in hnfle to dine i 
" 'Twas for your pleafune youcame here, 

<' You (hall go back for mine." 

Ah ! lucklefs word and bootleg boaft. 

For which he paid full dear ; 
For, while he fpoke, a braying afs 

Did fing moft bud and clear : 

Whereat hif horfe did fiiort, as if 

He heard a lion roar ; 
And gallop'd off, with all his might. 

As he had done before. 

Away went Gilpin— and away 

Went Gilpin's hat and wig ; 
He loft them iboner than at &r& :. 

For why ?— they were too big^ 



M ^ View 
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Now Gilpin's wife, when flie had feen 

Her hufband polling down 
Into the country far away. 

She pull*d out half-a-crown ; 

And thus unto the youth fhe faid 

That drove them to the Bell, 
** This fhall be yours, when you bring back 

'* My hufband fafe and well." 

The youth did ride, and foon they met ; 

He try'd to flop John's horfe 
By feizing fafl the flowing rein. 

But only made things worfe. 

For, not performing what he meant. 

And gladly would have done. 
He thereby frighted Gilpin's horfe. 

And made him faller run. 

Away went Gilpin—and away 

Went poU-boy at his heels ; 
Tlie pofl-boy's horfe right glad to mifs 

The lumber of the wheels. 

Six gentlemen upon the road 

Thus feeing Gilpin fly. 
With poll-boy fcamp'ring in the rear, 

Thcv rais'd the hue-and-crv. 



Stop 
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'* Stop thief! — Hop thief! — ^a highwayman I*' 

Not one of them was mote ; 
So ihty, and all that pafs'd that way. 

Soon join'd in the purfuit. 

But all the tomplke-gates again 

Flew open in ihort fpace ; 
The men dill thinking, as before^ 

That Gilpin rode a race : 

And (b he did, and won it too« 
i9m he got firft to town : 
Nor ftopp'd till where he firft got np 
He did again get down. 

Now let us fing — " Long live the King ; 

<* And Gilpin, long live he ; 
'' And when he next does ride abroad, 

" May I be there to fee !" 
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The GRAND QUESTION DEBATED, 
whether Hamilton's Bawn Ihould be turned 
into a Barrack or a Malt House. 

Written in 1729 by Dean Swift, 

And read with great Applaufe by Mr. Henderson^ 
at Freemafbn's-Hall. 

'T^HUS fpoke to my Lady the Knight • full oimst, 
^ '* Let me have your advice ia a weighty affur. 
*' This Hamilton's bawn f , while it fticks on my hand, 
•♦ I lofe by the houfc what I get by the land 5 
" But how to difpofe of it to the beft bidder^ 
*' For a barrack % or malt-houfe, we now mpft confidef . 

" Firil, let me fuppoTe I make it a malt-lipufe, 
•* Hej^e I have computed the profit will fall t* us i 
«* There's nine hundred pounds for labour and grain, 
** I increafe it to twelve, fo three hundred remain ; 
** A handfome addition for wine and good chear, 
" Three dilhes a day, and three hogfheads a year ; 
*' With a dozen large veflels my vault (hall be flor'ds 
** No little fcrub joint (hall come on my board ; 

* Sir Arthur Achefon, at whofe feat this iwas written* 
f A lai^ old houfe, two miles from Sir Arthur's feat. 
X The army ;n Ireland i§ lodged io fboog buildiogs, caQed 
barracks* 

«• And 
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'* And you and the Dean no more fhall combine' 
" To ftint me at night to one bottle of wine ; 
** Nor (hall I, for his humour^ permltyou to purloin^ 
" A ftone and a quarter of beef from my furloin. 
*' If I make it a barrack, the crown is my tenant ; 
'* My dear, I have ponder'd again and again on't : 
** In poundage and drawbacks I lofehalf my rent, 
*• Whatever they give me, I muft be content, 
*' Or join with the court in every debate ; 
*♦ And rather than that, I would lofe my eflate." 

Thus ended the Knight : thus began his meek wife : 
'' It muft, and it ihall be a barrack, my life. 
" I'm grown a mere mofus ; no company comes, 
" But a rabble of tenants, and rufty dull * Rums* 
** With PaHbns what lady can keep herfelf clean ? 
" I'm all over daub'd when I-fit by the Dean. 
** But if you will give us a barrack, my dear, 
*' The Captain, I'm fure, will always come here ; 
^* I then fhall not value his Deanihip a ftraw, 
" For the Captain, I warrant, will keep him in awe j 
"' Or, fhould he pretend to be brifk and alert, 
" Will tell him that Chaplains fhould not be fo pert ; 
'' That men ofhis coat fhould be minding their prayers^ 
** And not among ladies to give themfelveis airs.'* 

Thus argued my Lady, but argued in vain ; 
The Knight his opinion refblv'd to maintain. 

* A cant word in Ireland for a poor Clergyxxiatt* 

M 5 But 
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But Hannah *, who liflen'd to all that was paft. 
And could not endure ib vulgar a tafte« 
As foon as her Ladyihip call'd to be dred, 
Cry'd, *' Madam, why furely my mafter's poiTeft. 
*' Sir Arthur the maltfter ! how fine it will found ! 
*' I'd rather the bawn were funk under ground. 
" But, madam, I guefs'd there would never come good, 
" When I faw him fo often with f Darby and Wood. 
*' And now my dream's out ; for I was a-dream'd 
** That I faw a huge rat — O dear, how I fcream'd ! 
*' And after, methought, I had loil my new fhoes ; 
*' And Molly, fhe faid, I fhould hear (bme ill news. , 

*' Dear madam, ha,d you but the fpirit to teaze,. 
" You might have a barrack whenever you pleafe : 
•' And, madam, I always believ'd you fo flout, 
*' That for twenty denials you would not give out. 
*' If I had a hufband like him, I purteft, 
** Till he gave me my will, I would give him no refl ; 
'* And, rather than come in the fame pair of fheets 
*' With fuch a crofs man, I would lie in the flrccts : 
" But, madam, I beg you contrive and invent,. 
'* And worry him out, till he gives his confent.. 
*' Dear madam, whene'er of a barrack I think^ 
** An I were to be hang'd, I can't fleep a wink : 
'* For if a new crotchet comes into my brain, 
** I can't get it out, though I'd never b fain. 

* My Iady*8 waiting-woman. 
f Two of Sir Arthur's managers. 
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»« I fancy already a barrack contrived 
** At Hamilton's Bawn, and the troop is-arriv'd ; 
" Of this to be fure Sir Arthur has warning, 
*' And waits on the Captain betimes in the morning. 
*' Now fee, when they meet, how their honours 

" behave, 
*' Noble Captain, your fervant" — ** Sir Arthur, your 

flave; 
** You honour me much" — *' the honour is mine."— 
*' 'Twns a fad rainy night" — ** But the morning is 

" fine." 
" Pray, how does my Lady ?" — ** My wife's at your 

" fervice." — 
** I think I have feen her picture by Jarvas." — 
'* Good-morrow, good Captain." I'll wait on you 

'* down." — 
*' Youiha'n't ilir a foot."—" You'll think me aclown : 
*' For all tKe world. Captain — " ** Not half an incJl 

" farther." — 
•* Youmuft be obey'd !"— " Your fervant, Sir Arthui ? 
** My humble refpeds to my Lady unknown."— 
** I hope you will ufe my houfe as your own." 

*♦ Go bring me my fmocky and leave offyour prpcte^ 
♦* Thou haft certainly gotten a cup in thy pate." 

" Pray, madam, be quiet ; what was it I faid ? 
" You had like to have put it quite out of my head. • 
" Next day, to be fure, the Captain will come, -^^ 
'* At the head of his troops, with trumpet and drum . 
M 6 •' No.v, 
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** Novtr, madam^ obferve how he marches in ilatc : 
*' The man with the kettle-drum enters the gate : 
*' Dub, dub, adub, diib. The trumpeters follow^ 
*' Tantara, tantara ; while all the boys hollo. 
<< See now comes the Captain all daub'd with gold 

*' lace: 
** O la ! the fweet gentleman ! look in his face ; 
<* And fee how he rides like a lord of the land, 
•« With the fine flaming fword that he holds in his 

*' hand; 
*» And his horfe, the dear creter, it prances and rears; 
•< With ribbons in knots at its tail and its cars : 
'* At laft comes the troop, by word of command, 
•' Drawn up in our court ; when the Captain cries 

" Stand ! 
" Your Ladyfhip lifts up the fafli to be feen, 
'^ For fure I had dizen*d you out like a queen. 
" The Captain, to (hew he is proud of the favour, 
•* Looks up to your window, and cocks up his beaver; 
** (His beaver is cock'd ; pray, madam, mark that, 
<' For a Captain of horfe never takes off his hat, 
'« Becaufe he has never a hand that is idle> 
«« For the right holds the fword, and the left holds the 

** bridle.) 
«* Then flourifhes thrice his fword in the air, 
" As a compliment due to a lady fo fair ; 
•• (How I tremble to think of the blood it has fpilt !) 
'< Then he lowers down the pointy and kifles the hilt. 

" Your 
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** Your Ladydiip finiles> and thus yoa begin ; 
" Pray, Captain, be plcas'd to alight and walk in/* 
*' The Captain falute* you with congee profound, 
'* And your Ladyfhip curtiies halfway to the ground.. 
«' Kit, run to your mafter, and bid him come to us, 
** I'm fure he'll be proud of the honour you do us ; 
*' And, Captain, you'll do us the favour to flay, 
^' And take a (hort dinner here with us to-day : 
" You're heartily welcome ; but as for good cheer, 
** You come in the very worft time of the year ; 
" If I had expefted fo worthy a gue ft " 

** Lord ! madam ! your Ladyihip fure is in jeft ; 
'' You banter me, madam ; the kingdom muft 

*' grant — '* 
*' You officers. Captain, are fo complaifant !'* 

*' Hift, hufly, I think I hear fomebody coming—" 
*' No, madam ; 'tis only Sir Arthur a-humming, 
** To ftiorten my tale (for I bate a long ftory) 
** The Captain at dinner appears in his glory ; 
•« The Dean and the Dodlor • hath humbled their 

•' pride, 
'* For the Captain's entreated to fit by your fide ; 
" And, becaufe he's their betters, you carve for him 

" firft; 
^' The parfons for envy are ready to burfl. 
•* The fervants amaz'd are fcarce ever able 
'* To keep off their eyes, as they wait at the table ; 

* Dodoi- Jinny, a clergyman in the neighbourhood. 

*' And 
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«* And Molly and I have thruft in our nofe, 
«* To peep at the Captain in all his fine clo'cs^ 
'* Dear madam, be iure he's a fine fpoken man, 
'* Do but hear on the Clergy how glib his tongue 

*' ran; 
'* And madam, fays he, if fuch dinners you give, 
" You'll ne'er want for Parfons as long as you live* 
'* I ne'er knew a Parfon without a good nofe : 
** But the Devil's as welcome wherever he goes : 
*' G— d d — n me ! they bid us reform and repent, 
^' But, z — s ! by their looks they never keep Lent : 
** Mr. Curate, for all your grave looks I'm afi^dd 
'* You call a flieep's eye on her Ladyftiip's maid : 
** I wifti (he would lend you her pretty white hand 
** In mending your caflbck, and fmoothing your band. 
•* (For the Dean was fo fhabby, and look'd like a 

** ninny, 
«» That the Captain fuppos'd he was Curate to Jinny) 
** Whenever you fee a caflbck and gown, 
** A hundred to one but it covers a clown. 
** Obfcrve how a Parfon comes into a room ; 
'* G'-rd d — n me ! he hobbles as bad as my groom ' 
'< A fcholard, when jud from his college broke loofe, 
*' Can hardly tell how to cry bo to a goofe ; 
** Your * Noveds, and Bluturcks, and Omors, and 

" ftuff, 
«i By G— -, they don't fignify this pinch of fnuff. 

* Ovidf, Plutarchs^ Homere* 

•' To 
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To give a young gentleman right education. 
The army's the only good fchool in the nation : 
My fchool-mafler call'd me a dunce and a fool. 
But at cuffs I was always the cock of the fchool ; 
I never could take to my book for the blood o*me. 
^ And the puppy confefs'd he expeded no good o'me, 
^ He caught me one morning coquetting his wife, 

* But he maul'd me, I ne'er was fo maul'd in my 

life: 
' So I took to the road, and, what's very odd, - 

* The firlj man I robb'd was a Parfcm, by G 

* Now, madam, you'll think it a ftrange thing to fay, 

* But the fight of a book makes me fick to this 

" day." 

*' Never fince I was born did 1 hear fo much wit, 

'* And, madam, I laugh'd till I thought I ihouldfplit. 

** So then you look'd fcornful, and fnift at the Dean, 

•* As who ihould fay, ** Now, am I • fldnny and 

" lean ?" 
** But he durft not fo much as once open his lips, 
** And the Doftor was plaguily down in the hips." 

Thus merciiefs Hannah ran on in her talk. 
Till (he heard the Dean call, *' Will your Ladyihip 

♦' walk?" 
Her Ladyfhip anfwers, " I'm juft coming down :'* 
Then, turning to Hannah, and forcing a frown, 

* Nick-oanes ibr my Ladyt 

Although 
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Although it was plain in her heart (he was glstd, 
Cry'd, " Huffy, why fore the wench is gone mad I 
** How could thcfe chimeras get into your brains ?— 
•* Come hither, and take this old gown for your pains. 
'' But the Dean, if this fecret (hould come to his ean> 
*' Will never have done with his gibes and his jeers : 
'* For your life, not a word of the matter I charge yc ' 
'« Give me but a barrack, a fig for the clergy.'* 



ELEGY 
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ELEGY 

Written in a Country Church Yard, 

By G R A Y. 
Readby 1V&. Sheridak, at PreemaronVHalL 

THE curfew tolls the knell of parting day. 
The lowing herd wind flowly o*er the lea. 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way. 
And leaves the wprld to darknefs and to me. 

Now ^des the glimmering landfcape on the iight» 
And all the air a folemn (lillnefs holds. 

Save where the beetle wheels his drony flighty 
And drowfy tinklings lull the diflant folds; 

Save that, from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r. 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 

Of fuch as wand'ring near her fecret bow'r, 
Moleft her ancient folitary reign. 

Beneath thofe rugged elms, that yew-tree's (hade. 
Where heaves the turf in many a monld'ring heap^ 

Each in his narrow cell for ever laid. 
The rude forefethers of the hamlet fleep. 

The breezy call of incenfe-brcathing mom. 

The fwallow twittering from the ftraw-built (hed. 

The cock's (hrill clarion, or the echoing horn. 
No more Iball roufe them from their lowly bed. 

For 
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For them no more the blazing hearth fhall burn» 
Or bufy houfewife ply her evening care ; 

No children run to lifp their fire's return. 
Or climb his knees the envied kifs to (hare. 

Oft did the harveft to their fickle yield; 

Their furrow oft the fbibborn glebe has broke ; 
How jocund did they drive their team a-field ! 

How bow'd the woods beneath their fbirdy firoke ! 

Let not Ambition mock their ufeful toil. 
Their homely joys, and deftiny obfcure ; . 

Nor Grandeur hear with a difilainfiil (inile 
The fhort and fimple annals of the poor* 

The boaft of heraldry, the pomp of powV, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave. 

Await alike th' inevitable hour. 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you, ye proud, impute to thefe the fault. 
If mem'ry o'er their tomb- no trophies raife. 

Where through the long-drawn aifle and fretted vault. 
The pealing anthem fwells the note of praife» 

Can floried urn or animated bufl 
Back to its manfion call the fleeting breath ? 

Can Honour's voice provoke the filent duft. 
Or Flatt'ry footh the dull cold car of Death? 

Perhaps 
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Perhaps in this negledled fpot is laid 

Some heart once pregnant with celeftial fire ; 

Hands that the rod of empire might have fway'd> 
Or wak'd to ecflacy the living lyre. 

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page. 
Rich with the fpoils of time, did ne'er unrol ; 

Chill Penary reprefs'd their noble rage. 
And froze the genial current of the fool. 

Full many a gem of pureft ray ferene. 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear : 

Full many a flower is bom to blufli unfeen. 
And wafle its fweetnefs in the defert air. 



'. village-Hampden, that with dauntlefs breaft 
The little tyrant of the fields withftood ; 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may reft. 
Some Cromwell, guiltlefs of his country's blood. 

Th' applaufe of lifl'ning fenates to command^ 
The threats of pain and riin to defpife. 

To fcatter plenty o'er a fmiling land. 
And read their hifl'ry in a nation's eyes. 

Their lot forbade ; nor circumfcrib'd alone 

Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd ; 

Forbade to wade through flaughter to a throne. 
And ihut xh^ gates of mexcy.on mankind: 

The 
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The ftruggling pangs o£ confciousr truth to hide. 
To qaench the biufhes of ingenious ihame> 

Or heap the ihrine of luxury and pHde 
With incenfe kindled at the mufe's flame* 

"Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ftrife, 
ThjBir fober wiihes never learn'd to flray ; 

Along the cool fequefter'd vale of life 
They kept the noifeiefs tenoar of their way. 

Yet ev'n thefe bones fiom infult to proted^ 
Some frail memorial ftill ere^ed nigh> 

With uncouth rhymes and fhapelefs fculpture deckM 
Implores the paffing tribute of a figh» 

Their name^ their years, fpelt by the unletterM Mifei 
The place of Fame and Elegy fnpply : 

And many a holy text around fhe ftrews^ 
That teach the ruftic moralift to die. 

For who> to dumb fbrgetfiilnefs a prey> 
This pleaiing anxious being e*er reiign'd^ 

Left the warm precinds of the cheerful day. 
Nor call one longing lingering look behind^ 

On fome fond breaft the parting Ibiil relies^ 
Some pious drops the doiing eye requires ; 

Ev'n from the tomb the voice of nature cries* 
Ev'n in ouf a&cs live their woatcd £res. 

For 
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For thee who, mindful of th' unhbnour'd dead^ 
Doft in thefe lines their artlefs tale relate^ 

If chance, by lonely contemplation led. 
Some kindred fpirit fhall inquire thy fate* 

Haply fomejhoary-headed fwain may fay, 
*' Oft have we feen him at the peep of dawn 

•' Bnifliing with hafty fteps the dews away, 
** To meet the fun upon the upland lawn. 

*' There, at the foot of yonder nodding beech 
** That wreathes its old fantaftic roots fo high, 

*• His liftlefs length at noontide would he ftretch, 
'^ And pore upon the brook that bubbles by. 

•' Hard by ypn wood, now fmiling as in fcorn, 
•• Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove, 

•• Now drooping, woeful wan, like one fbrlorp, 
'* Or craz'd with care, or crofs'd in hopelefs love. 

«' One mom I mifs'd him on th^ accufbm'd hill, 
" Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree ; 

«* Another came ; nor yet befide the rill, 
*' Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he : 

" The next, with dirges due, in fad array, 

•• Slow thro* the church-way path we faw him borne* 

•' Approach, and read (if thou can'ft read) the lay, 
♦« Grav'd on the ftonc beneath yon agedthorn." 

TBI 
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THE 

EPITAPH. 

HERE reftshis head upon the 4ap of Eaitk 
A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknvHrn. 
Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth. 
And melancholy markM him for her own. 

Large was his bounty, and his foul iincere, 
Heav'n did a recompence as largely fend : 

He gave to Mis'ry all he had, a tear. 
He gain'd from Heav'n, 'twas all he wifh'd, a Friend. 

No farther feek his merits to difclofe. 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 

(There they alike in trembling hope repofe) 
The bofom of his Father and his God. 
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ALEXANDER'S FEASTi 

O R T H B 

POWER OF MUSIC. 

As recited by Mr. Sheridan^ at Freemafons-Hall ; 
and efteemed the moil fublime and harmonious 
Piece of Poetic Compoiition that any Language 
can boaft of. 

^^T^WAS at the royal Fcaft, for Perfia won, 
X By Philip's warlike Ton : 
Aloft, in awfbl ftate. 
Hie god-like hero (ate 
On his imperial throne : 
His valiant peers were placed aroond ; 
Their brows with rotes and with Biyrtles boimd : 
So fboa'd dekn in arau becrowtt'd* 
The lordf Tfens hf ki« fide^ 
Sate like a )AQmmn% eaiterw hnie. 
In tom^r olyoi0k Mni beamy*^ fnd€* 
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Tunotheus plac'd on high 
Amid the tuneful quirej» 
With flying fingers toucti'd the lyre : 

The trembling notesi afcend the iky ; 
And hcav*nly joys inipirc. 

The fong began &om Jove, 

Who l^ft his blifsful feats above ; 

(Such IS thepow'r of mightj^ Love.) 
A dragon's fiery torm bely'd me god s 

Sublime^ on radiant fpires he rode. 

When he to fair Olympia prc&*d. 

And while he fought her fnowy hresL& : 

Then round her flender waift he cnrlM^ 

And ftamp'd an image of himfelf> a fbv'rei'gn of the 

world. 

The lift'ning crowd admire the lofty foand, 

A prefent Deity ! they (hout around. 

A prefent Deity ! the vaulted roofit rebound. 

With rayifli'd cars 
The monarch hears ; 

AiTumes the god^ 

Aflfefb to nod : 
And feems to ihake the ipheres. 

The 
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The praife of Bacchus^ then, the AVeet mufician fung . 
Of Bacchus, ever fair, and ever .young ; 
The jolly gOd in triumph comes ; 
Sound the trumpets^ beat the drumi.; 
Flufti'd with a purple grace. 
He fhews hi||^oneft face ; 
Now give the hautboys breath* ; he corner ! he comes ! 

. Bacchus> ever fair, and young> 
Drinking joys did firfl ordain ; 
Bacchus' bleflings are a treafure. 
Drinking is the foldier's pleafure : 
'Rich the treafure. 
Sweet the pleafure ; 
Sweet is pleafure after pain. 

Sooth'd with the found, the King grew vain ; 
FougKt all his battles o'er again ; 
And thrice he roated all his foes, and thrice he flew 
the flain : 
The mafter fa,w the madnefs rife. 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes ; 
And while he heay'n and earth defy'd, 
Chaog'd his hand and check'd his pride. 

He chofe a i^ournful mufe. 
Soft pity to infufe. 

N . He 
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He fang Darius great and good. 

By too fevere a fate, 

Fall'n from his high eftatej 
And weltering in his blood. 

Deferted at his utmift need. 
By thoTc his iformer bounty fed. 
On the bare «arth expofed he lies. 
Without a friend to clofe his eyes* 

With downcaft looks the joylefs vidlor fate. 
Revolving in his alter'd foul. 

The various turns of chance beIo\v» 
And, now and then, a figh he ftole. 

And tears began to flow. 

Behold Darius great and good. 
Fallen, welt'ring in his blood ; 
On the bare earth exposed he lies. 
Without a friend to clofe his eyes. 

The mighty mailer fmil'd to fee 
That love was in the next degree 
*Twas but a kindred found to move, 
for pity melts the mind to love. 

Softly fweet, in Lydlan meafures. 
Soon he iboth'd his foul to pleafures. 

War, 
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War, he fung, is toil and trouble. 
Honour, but an empty bubble ; , 

Never ending* ftill beginning. 

Fighting ftill, and ftill deftroying. 
If the world be worth thy winning. 

Think, O think it worth enjoying : 
Lovely Thais fits befide thee. 
Take the good the gods provide thee. 

The many rend the ikies with loud applaufe ; 
So Love was crown'd, but Muiic won the caufc. 

The prince, unable to conceal his pain^ 

Gaz'd on the fair. 

Who caus'd his care ; 
And figh'd and look'd, figh'd and Iook*d, 
Sigh'd and look'd, and figh'd again. 
At length, with love and wine at once oppreft> 
The vanquifh'd vi6lor funk upon her breaft. 

The many rend the fkies with loud applaufe ; 
So Love was crown'd, but Muiic won the caufc. 

Now ftrike the golden lyre again ; 

A louder yet — and yet a louder ftrain ; 

Break his bands of fl^ep afunder. 

And roufe him, like a rattling peal of thunder. 

N 2 Hark, 
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Hark> hark ! — the horrid found- 

Has rais'd up his head^ 
As awak'd from the dead ; 
And amazfd he flares around. 

Revenge, revenge, Timotheus criesi. 

See the furies arife,. 

See the fnakes. that they rear. 

How they hifs in their hair. 
And the fparkles that flaOi from their eyes ! 

Behdld a ghaflly band. 
Each a torch in his hand I 
Thofe arc Gretian ghofk, that in battle were fisSn, 
And unburied remain 
Inglorious on the plain. 

Give the vengeance due 

To the valiant crew : 
Behold how they tofs their torches on high, 

I low they point to the Perfian abodes. 
And glittering temples of their hoilile gods ! 

The princes applaud with a furious joy ; 

And the king feiz'd ^ flambeau, with zeal to dellroy, 

Thais led the way> 
To light him to his prey ; 
And, like another Helen,, fir'd another Troy.. 

Thu5 
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Thus long ago. 
Ere "heaving bellows learn'd to blow,. 
While organs yet were mute, 
Timotheus, to the breathing flute 
And founding lyre, 
Cou'd fwell the foul to rage, or kindle foft defire# 

At lad divine Cecilia came, 
Inventrefs of the vocal frame ; 
The fweet enthufiaft from her facred ftore^ 
Enlarged the former narrow bpuads, . ] 
And added length to folemn founds,^ 
With nature's mother wit, and arts unknown ht^r6^ 

Let old Timotheus yield the prize. 
Op both divide the crown ; . ^ 

He rais'd a mortal to the ikies. 

She drew an angel down* ^ 



T^d^ 
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The JUGGLERS. 
By Gay. 

As recited by Mr. He n d er son, at Freexnafons Hall* 

A Juggler IcMig through all the town 
Had rais'd his fortune and renown ; 
You'd think (fo far his art tranfccnds) 
The devil at his fingers ends 

Vice heard his fame> (he read his bill ^ 
Convinc'd of his inferior fltill. 
She fought his booth, and from the crowdl 
Defy'd the man of art aloud. 

Is this then he fo fam'd for flight ? 
Can this flow bungler cheat your fight ? 
Dares he with me difpute the prize ? 
I leave it to impartial eyes. 

Provok'd, the Juggler cry'd, Hf'is done. 
In fcience I fubmit to none. 

Thus faid. The cups and balls he play*d ; 

By turns, this here, that there, convey'd. 

The cards, obedient to his words. 

Are by a fillip turn'd to birds. 

His little boxes change the grain : 

Trick after trick deludes the train. 

He fhakes his bag, he (hews all fair ; 

; fingers fpread, and nothing there ; 

Then 
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Then bids it rain with fhowers of gold. 
And now his iv'ry eggs are told. 
But when from thence the hen he draws, 
Amaz'd fpeftators hum applaufe. 

Vice now ftept forth, and took the place 
With all the forms of his grimace. 

This magic looking-glafs, ftie cries, 
(There hand it round) will charm your eyes. 
Each eager eye the fight defir'd. 
And ev'ry man himfelf admir*d. 

Next, to a Senator addrefling ; 
See this bank-note ; obferve the bleffing. 
Breathe on the Bill. Heigh, pafs ! Tis gone. 
Upon his lips a padlock ihone. 
A fecond puff the magic broke ; 
The padlock vanifh'd, and he fpoke. 

Twelve bottles rang'd upon the board. 
All full, with heady liquor ftor'd. 
By clean conveyance difappear. 
And now two bloody fwords are there. 

A purfe (he to a Thief expos'd ; 
At once his ready fingers clos'd. 
He opes his M the treafure's fled ; 
He fees a halter in its Head. 

She bids Ambition hold a wand ; 
He grafps a hatchet in his hand. 
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THE 

EPITAPH. 

HERE reftshis head upon the (apof Earth 
A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknvHrnl 
Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth. 
And melancholy mark'd him for her o\vn« 

Large was his bounty, and his foul fincere, 
Heav'n did a recompence as largely fend : 

He gave to Mis'ry all he had, a tear. 
He gain'd from Heav'n, 'twas all he wiih'd, a Friend. 

No farther feek his merits to difclofe. 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 

(There they alike in trembling hope repofe) 
The bofom of his Father and his God. 
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ALEXANDER'S FEASTj 

O R T H B 

POWER OF MUSIC. 

As recited by Mr. Sheridan, at Freema(bns-Hall ; 
and efteemed the mod fublime and harmonious 
Piece of Poetic Compofition that any Language 
can boaft of, 

^/-p-\WAS at the royal Feaft, for Perfia won, 
JL By Philip's warlike fon : 
Aloft, in awful ftate. 
The god-like hero fate 
On his imperial throne : 
His valiant peers were plac'd around ; 
Their brows with rofes and with myrtles bound : 
So (hou'd defert in arms be crown'd. 
The lovely Thais by his fide. 
Sate like a blooming eaftern bride. 
In flow'r of youth and beauty's pride. 

Happy, happy, happy pair ! 

None but the brave. 

None but the brave. 
None but the brave defcrve the fair, 

Timotlietts 
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Timothcus plac'd on high 
Amid the tuneful quire^ 
With flying fingers toudiM the lyre : 

The trembling notes afcend the iky ; 
And hcav'nly joys infpire. 

The fong began from Jove^ 

Who kft his blifsful feats above ; 

(Such is the pow'r of mieht]^ Love.) 
A dragon's fiery form bely'd Ae god 5 

Sublime, on radiant fpires he rode> 

When he to fair Olympia preisM> 

And while he fought her fnowy breaft : 

Then round her flender watil he corlM, 

And ilamp'd an image of himfelf^ a ibv'rei*gR of the 

world. 

The lift'ning crowd admire the lofty ibund^ 

A prefent Deity ! they (hoot around. 

A prefent Deity ! the vaulted roofs rebound. 

With ravifli'd ears 
The monarch hears ; 

AiTumes the god, 

Aflfedls to nod : 
And feems to fhake the /pheres. 

. The 
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The praife of Bacchus> then, the AVeet mufician fung . 
Of Bacchus, ever fair, and ever .young ; 
. The jolly god in triumph comes ; 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drumi.; 
Flufti'd with a purple grace. 
He fhews hiirfionell face ; 
Now give the hautboys breath-.; he come« ! he comes ! 

. Bacchus, itfver fair, and youngs 
Drinking joys did RrA ordain ; 
Bacchus' bleifings are a treafure. 
Drinking is the foldidr's pleafure : 
•Rich the treafure. 
Sweet the pleafure ; 
Sweet is pleafure after pain. 

Sooth'd with the found, the King grew vain ; 
FougKt all his battles o'er again ; 
Vlnd thrice he rooted all his foes, and thrice he flew 
the Aain : 
The mafter {ay/ the madnefs rife. 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes ; 
And while he heav'n and earth defy'd, 
ChaBg'd his hand and check'd his pride. 

He chofe a ipournful mufe. 
Soft pity to infufe. 

N - He 
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He fang Darius great and goodj 

By too fevere a fate, 

Fall'n from his high eflatCj 
And welt'ring in his bioocL 

Deferted at his utttift need. 
By thofe his former bounty fed. 
On the bare earth expofed he lies. 
Without a friend to dofe his eycs» 

Widi downcaft looks the joylefs viftor fate> 
Revolving in his alter'd foul. 

The various turns of chance below. 
And, now and then, a figh he flole^ 
And tears began to flow. 

Behold Darius great and good. 
Fallen, welt'ring in his blood ; 
On the bare earth expos'd he lies. 
Without a friend to clofe his eyes. 

The mighty maftcr fmiPd to fee 
That love was in the next degree 
*Twas but a kindred found to move, 
for pity melts the mind to love. 

Softly fwcet, in Lydian meafures. 
Soon he footh'd his foul to pleafures. 

War, 
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War, he fung, is toil and trouble. 
Honour, but an empty bubble ; , 

Never ending* ftill beginning. 

Fighting Hill, and (Hll defh-oying. 
If the world be worth thy winning. 

Think, O think it worth enjoying : 
Lovely Thais fits beiide thee. 
Take the good the gods provide thee. 

The many rend the fkies with loud applaufe ; 
So Love was crown'd> but Muiic won the caufe« 

The prince, unable to conceal his pain^ 

Gaz*d on the fair. 

Who caused his care ; 
And figh'd and lookM, figh'd and lookM, 
Sigh'd and look'd, and figh'd again. 
At length, with love and wine at once oppreil> 
The vanquifli'd vi£lor funk upon her breall. 

'Mie many rend the fkies with loud applaufe ; 
So Love was crown'd, but Mufic won the caufc. 

Now ftrike the golden lyre again ; 

A louder yet — and yet a louder ilrain ; 

Break his bands of fldep afunder. 

And roufe him, like a rattling peal of thunder, 

N 2 Hark, 
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Hark, hark ! — the horrid found- 

Has rais'd up his head. 
As awak'd from the dead : 
And amaz.'d he flares around. 

Revenge, revenge, Timotheus cries. 

See the furies arife,. 

See the fnakes. that they rear. 

How they hifs in their hair. 
And the fparkles that fla(h from their eyes ! 

Beh6ld a ghaftly band. 
Each a torch in his hand L 
Thofe are Gretian ghofb, that in battle were flani. 
And unburied remain 
Inglorious on the plain. 

Give the vengeance due 

To the valiant crew : 
Behold how they tofs their torches on high. 

How they point to the Perfiian abodes. 
And glitt Ving temples of their hoftile gods I 

The princes applaud with a furious joy ; 

And the king feiz'd ^ flambeau, with zeal to dellroy^ 

Thais led the way» 
To light him to his prey ; 
And, like another Helen^ fir'd another Troy. 

Thas 
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Thus long ago. 
Ere lieaving bellows learn'd to blovv*^ 
While organs yet were mute> 
Timotheus, to the breathing flute 
And founding lyre, 
Cou'd fwell the foul to rage> or kindle foft defire^ 

At lad divine Cecilia came, 
Inventrefs of the vocal frame ; 
The fweet enthufiaft from her facred florCf. 
Enlarged the former narrow bounds, * 
And added length to folemn founds,. 
With nature's mother wit, and arts unknown bei%r(!|^ 

Let old Timotheus yield the prize« 
Or both divide the crown ; . 

He rais'd a mortal to the fkiesj 

She drew an angel down, ^ 



tW 
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The JUGGLERS. 

By Gay. 

As recited by Mr. Henderson, at Freemafons Hall» 

A Juggler long through all the town 
Had raisM his fortune and renown ; 
You'd think (fo fu^ his art tranfcends) 
The devil at his fingers ends 

Vice heard his fame, ihe read his bill ^ 
Convinc'd of his inferior ikill. 
She fought his booth, and ^m the crow£ 
Defy'd the man of art aloud. 

Is this then he fo fam'd for flight ? 
Can this flow bungler cheat your fight ? 
Dares he with me difpute the prize f 
I leave it to impartial eyes, 

Provok'd, the Juggler cry'd, Tis done. 
In fcience I fubmit to none. 

Thus faid. The cups and balls he play'd ; 

By turns, this here, that there, convey'd. 

The cards, obedient to his words. 

Are by a fillip turn'd to birds. 

His little boxes change the grain : 

Trick after trick deludes the train. 

He fhakes his bag, he ftiews all fair ; 

His fingers fpread, and nothing there ; 

Then 
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Then bids it rain with fhowers of gold. 
And now his iv'ry eggs are told. 
But when from thence the hen he draws, 
Amaz'd fpeftators hiim applaufe. 

Vice now ftept forth, and took the place 
With all the forms of his grimace. 

This magic looking-glafs, (he cries, 
(There hand it round) will charm yoar eyes. 
Each eager eye the fight defir'd. 
And cv'ry man himfelf admir*d. 

Next, to a Senator addrefling ; 
See this bank-note ; obferve the blefling. 
Breathe on the Bill. Heigh, pafs ! Tis gone* 
Upon his lips a padlock fhone. 
A fecond puff the magic broke ; 
The padlock vanifti'd, and he fpoke. 

Twelve bottles rang'd upon the board. 
All full, with heady liquor ftor'd. 
By clean conveyance difappear. 
And now two bloody fwords are there. 

A purfe (he to a Thief exposM ; 
At once his ready Bngcrs clos'd. 
He opes his fifl the treafure's fled ; 
He fees a halter in its Head. 

She bids Ambition hold a wand ; 
He grafps a hatchet in his hand. 
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The JUGGLERS. 

By Gay. 

As recited by Mr. Henderson, at Freemafons Hall* 

A Juggler long through all the town 
Had raisM his fortune and renown ^ 
You'd think (fb ^ his art tranfcends) 
The devil at his fingers ends 

Vice heard his fame, ihe read his bill ^ 
Convinced of his inferior (kill. 
She fought his booth, and ^m the crow£ 
Defy'd the man of art aloud. 

Is this then he fb fam'd for flight ? 
Can this flow bungler cheat your fight ? 
Dares he with me difpute the prize? 
I leave it to impartial eyes. 

Provok*d, the Juggler cry*d, ^Tis done. 
In fcience I fubmit to none. 

Thus faid. The cups and balls he play*d ; 

By turns, this here, that there, convey'd. 

The cards, obedient to his words. 

Are by a fillip turn'd to birds. 

His little boxes change the grain : 

Tnck after trick deludes the train. 

He ftiakes his bag, he ftiews all fair ; 

His fingers fpread, and nothing there ; 

Then 
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Then bids it rain with fhowcrs of gold. 
And now his iv'ry eggs are cold. 
But when from thence the hen he draws, 
Amaz'd fpeftators hiim applaufe. 

. Vice now ftept forth, and took the place 
With all the forms of his grimace. 

This magic looking-glafs, (he cries, 
(There hand it round) will charm yoar eyes. 
Each eager eye the fight defir'd. 
And ev'ry mam himfclf admir*d. 

Next, to a Senator addrefling j 
See this bank-note ; obferve the blefling. 
Breathe on the Bill. Heigh, pafs ! *Tis gone. 
Upon his lips a padlock fhone. 
A fecond puff the magic broke ; 
The padlock vaniih'd, and he fpoke. 

Twelve bottles rang'd upon the board. 
All full, with heady liquor ftor'd. 
By clean conveyance difappear. 
And now two bloody fwords are there, 

A purfe (he to a Thief exposM ; 
At once his ready Bngers clos'd. 
He opes his fifl the treafure's fled ; 
He fees a halter in its Head. 

She bids Ambition hold a wand 5 
He grafps a hatchet in his hand. 
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A box of charity flie fliows. 
Blow here ; and a Church-warden blows. 
'Tis vanifhed with conveyance neat. 
And on the table fmokes a treat. 

She (hakes the dice> the board ihe knocks. 
And from all pockets fills her box. 

She next a meagre Rake addrefl. 
This pi£bure fee^ her fhape, her bread ! 
What youth, and what inviting eyes ! 
Hold her, and have her. With furprife^ 
His hand expos'd a box of pills. 
And a loud laugh proclaim'd his ills. 

A counter, in a Mifer's hand. 
Grew twenty guineas at command. 
She bids his heir the fum retain. 
And 'tis a counter now again. 
A guinea with her touch yoii fee 
Take cv*ry fhape, but Chal-ity J 
And not one thing you faw, or drew. 
But chang*d fhrni what was firfl in view. 

The Juggler now in grief of heart. 
With this fubmiffion own'd her art. 
Can I fuch matchlefs flight withftand ! 
How pradice hath improv*d your hand t 
But now and then I cheat the throng ; 
You cv^ry day, and all day long. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF AN 

UNFORTUNATE LADY. 

By POPE. 

WHAT beck'ning ghoft, along the moon-light 
(hade 
Invites my ileps^ and points to yonder glade ? 

*Tis fhe 5 ^but why that bleeding bofom gor'd ? 

Why dimly gleams the vifionary fword ? 
Oh ever beautens^ ever friendly I tell> 
Is it, in heaven, a crime to love too well ? 
To bear too tender, or too firm a heart. 
To ad a lover's or a Roman's part ? 
Is there no bright reversion in the fky 
For thofe who greatly think, or bravely die ? 

Why bade ye elfe, ye pow'rs ! her foul aipire 
Above the vulgar flight of low deiire ? 
Ambition firft fprung from your bleft abodes ; 
The glorious fault of angels and of gods : 
Thence to their images on earth it flows. 
And in the breaib of kings and heroes glows. 
Mod fouls, 'tis true, but peep out once an age. 
Dull fullen pris'ners in the body's cage ; 

Dim 
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Dimlights of life, that burn a length of years- 
Ufelefs, unfeen, as lamps in fepulchres ; 
Like eaileip kings^ a lazy ftate they keep,. ^ 
And dofeisQnfipi'd to their own palace, deep. 

From thefe perhaps (ere nature bade her die) 
Fate fnatch'd her early to the pitying fky« 
As into air the purer fpirits flow. 
And fep'rate from their kindred dregs beloiv ^ 
So flew the foul to its congenial place. 
Nor left one virtue to redeem her race. 

But thou> falfe guardian of a charge too good^ 
Thou mean deferter of thy brother's Usod I 
See on thefe ruby lips the trembling breath, 
Thefe cheeks, now fading at the blafl: of death ; 
Cold is that breafl which warm'd the world before. 
And thofe love-darting eyes muH roll no more. 
Thus, if eternal Juftice rules the ball, 
T'hus (hall your wives, and thus your children, fell : 
On all the line a fudden vengeance waits. 
And frequent hearfes ftiall befiege your gates ;. 
There pafTengers ftiall Hand, and, pointing, fay,. 
(While the long fiin'rals blacken ail the way). 
Lo ! thefe were they, whofe fouls the furies fieel'd^ 
And curs'd with hearts unknowing how to yield. 
Thus unlamented pafs'd the proud away. 
The gaze of fools, and pageants of a day I 

So 
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So perifh all, whofe breafl ne'er leam'd to glow 
For others good, or melt at olbprs woe. 

What can atone (oh ever-injur'd (hadeiy" 
Thy fate unpity'd and thy rites unpaid ? 
No friends complaint, no kind domellic tear, 
Pleas'd thy pale ghoft, or grac'd the mournful bitrj 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos.'d,. 
By foreign hands thy decent liinbs composed; 
By foreign hands thy humble graye adorn*di 
By ftrangers honoured, and by flrangers mourn*d !' 
What though no ftiendsuh- fable weeds appear. 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then moum a yearj 
And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances, and the public (how ? 
What though no weeping loves thy afhes gracci. 
Nor poliih'd marble emulate thy face ? 
What though no facrcd earth allow thee room. 
Nor hallow'd dirge be mutter'd o'er thy tomb ? 
Yet fhall thy grave with rifmg flow'rs be drefs'd>. 
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breaft : 
There fhall the morn her carlieft tears beflow;, 
There the firft rofes of the year fhall blow ; 
While angels with their filver wings o'erfhade- 
The ground, now facred by thy relics made. 

So peaceful reils, without a flone, a name. 
What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 

How 
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How lov'd, how honoured once, avails thee i!Ot> 

To whom related, or by whom begot ; 

A heap of duft alone remains of thee ; 

'Tis all thou art, and all the proud ihall be ! 

Poets themfelves muil fall,, like thofe they fung. 
Deaf the prais'd ear, and mute the tuneful tongue. 
Ev'n he, whofe foul now melts in mournful lays. 
Shall fhortly want the generous tear h^ pays ; 
Then from his clofmg eyes thy form fhall part. 
And the laft pang fhall tear thee from his heart ; 
Life's idle bus'nefs at one gafp be o'er. 
The mufe forgot, and thou belov'd no more 1 
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